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Red. 




Enter Ugo and Rederigdk*^.',-^ ^ 

Vftj Neuer tell me , I take it much vnlandly 
That thou who haft had my purfe, 
hs if the firings were thine , fhpuld’ft know of this 



fajr. But you’le not heare me. 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Red. Thou toldft mc.thou didft hold him in thy hate, 

Jag. Defpife me if I doe not : three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt tohiro,andby the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, witha bumball circum fiance, 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre s 
Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 
Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow altnoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That neuer fet a fquadton in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes. 

More then a Spii.fter,vnle(Te the bookilh Theorique, 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofs 
Asmafterly as he : meere prattle without praflife, 

Is all his Souldier- fhip : but he fir had the election. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofe. 

At Rhodes, ax. Ctpres, and on other grounds, 

Chrifln'd and Heathen, muff be be-leed and calm’d. 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafter ; 
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~ The Tragedy of Othello 

H e (in good time) muft his Leiutenant be, 

And I Sir (blefle the marke) his Moorefliips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
Jag, But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affe&ion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fir ft : 

Now fir be judge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin'd 
to Iouethe Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then; 
lag . O fir, c intent you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be ma fters, nor all matters 
Cannot be tritely followed, you (hall marke 
Manya dutiousand knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his matters Afle, 

For nought but prouender, and when hee’s old calhicrdy 
W hip mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there are, 

W’ho trirn’d in formesan J villages of duty, 

Kerpe yet their hearts, attending on thcmfclues. 

And throwing butttiewes of feruice on their Lords ; 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe thsmfelues homage, 

Thofe fellowes haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one doe I profefle my felfe, — for fir, , 

It is as fure as you are Roderigo , 

Were 1 the Moore, I would not be Jago: 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is roy iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming fo, for my peculiar end % 
For when my outward action doth demonttratc 
The natiue aft, and figure of my heart, 
iQ-complcment externe, tis not long after. 






the Moore of Venice. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe. 

If he can car ry’t thus? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon his delight, 

Proclaime him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwdl, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofc fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her fathers houfe. Tie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Red. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantio t ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, andy our bags, . 

Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a VrindoVt. 

Bra. W hat is the resibn of this ten ible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Red, Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Are yourdoores loekt ? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 

fag Sir you are robd, for fhame put on your gowne, 

Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfe your foule ; 

Euen now, very no w, an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe; arife,ari(e. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

Or eife the Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I lav. 

Bra. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 

Bra. Nor f, what are you? 

Rod, My name is R odtrigo, 
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4* The Tragedy of Othello 

The worfe welcome, 

I haae charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes, ^ 

In honeft plainenefle, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in raadnes. 

Being full of topper, and diftempering draughts, 

V pon malicious brauery , doft thou corac 
To ftart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

• Bra . But thou muft needs be fure 

My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod . Patience good fir 

Bra . W hat, teil'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft grau e Brabantto, 

‘"fr Sif d yo«a« ^ oS 1 ' «ill not fenje God, if tk 
Dcuiii bid’you. Beciufe wc come to doe youftruiee, f°“'_ ' 
wee are Ruffians youle haue your daughter couered with a Bar y 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to you ; youle haue Cour er 
for Coufens , and Gennets (or Germans. 

'Bra. What prophane wretch art thou . , , an( j t foj* 

lag. lam one fir, that come ro tell you, your daughter, anat 

- Moore , are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

•Bra. Thou art a villaine . 
laq You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwcrc, Iknow t 
Rod. Sir.I will anfwere any thing : But I beleech 
If’t be your pleafure, and moft wile c ® n ' cnt ’ 

(As partly I find it is) that your fame daughter 

Yranrportedwichnoworfenorbettetguard 

But withaknaueof common hue, 

To the eroffi* cUfpes of a lafciuious Moor . 

If this be knowne to you and your allowance. 

Wee then haue done you bold and fawey w; ongs . 

But if you know not this my manners tell me 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke : Do not bdeeue That 



the Moore of Veni ce* 

That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made agrofle reuolt. 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe j 
Jf ihe be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people • 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already .* 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (hall,) 

Againlt the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How tuer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for hee’s imbark’d. 

With fuchloud teafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which cuen now Bands in ad) that for their foules,. 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
Tolead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho l doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I muft Chew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeedbut figne, that you (hall furely find hint 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio tn his nightgowne, and [truants 
with Torches. 

Rra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, ’ 

And what s to come of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle n ow Rederigo, 
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Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle i 
: With the Moore faift thou? who would be a father ? 

How didft thou know twas (lie ? (O flic deceiues me 
Pa ft thought,) what faid fhe to you? get more tapers, 
Raife all my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

Rod, Truely I thinke they arc. 

■Bra. O heauen,how got flic out ? O treafon of the blood; 
f Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes, 

By what you fee them a& : is there not charmes. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
i May be abus’d f hawc you not read Roderigo , 

Offomefuch thing. 

R od. Y es Hr, I haue indeed- 
Bra. Call vp my Brother : O would you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another ; doeyouknow 
i Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod . I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
! To get good guard, and goe along with mce. 
ji Bra. Pray you lead on, ac euery houfc He call, 

| I may command ac tnoft : get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpcciall O ffieers of might : 

On good Roderigo, lie deferue your paynes. Extant. 



Enter Othello, Iago, and attendants with T arches, 
lag, Tho in the trade of warre, I haue flaine men. 

Yet doe I hold it very ftuflfe o’th confcience. 

To doe no concriu’d murther ; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me Peru ice : nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue jerk’d him here. 

Voder the ribbes, 

Oth, Tis better as it is, 

Jag. Nay, buc he prated. 

And fpoke fuch feuruy and prouoking tearmes 
Againft your Honor, that with the little godUneffe I haue, 
I did full hard forbearehim s but I pray fir, 

Are you fall m rried ? For be Pure of this, 

That the Magnifico is much belqued. 

And hath in his e fifed, a voyce potential!. 
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As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inferce it on,) 

Weele giue him cable. 

Oth. Let him doe htsfftfte * wt v: -\ ; t ■. 

My feruices which I haue dbriethe Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue his complaints, tis yet to know 8 
Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I ihall promulgate, I fetch my life and beiDg, 

From men ofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonnetedas prouda fortune ' < 

As this that I haue reach’d ; for kno vr lago. 

But chat I loue the gentle Defdtmona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter CafliO With lights, Officers, 

But lookc what lights come yonder? and torches, 

Jag. Ths-Te are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You were beftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, l muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfect foule, 

Shall manifeft my right by s i* it they ? • . ; •• 

Jag. By I anus T thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiatenant ? 

The goodnefle of the night vpon you (friends.) 

What is the newes ? 

Cap. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 

Euenon theinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you ? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine. 

It iia bufineffe offomeheate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meffengers 
Jhis very night one ar another? heelesj 
And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met, 

Wh?n L • Dukes alrea ^y J rou haue bin hotly caldfor 
When being not at your lodging to be found— * 

The Senate fent aboue three feuerall quefts * 

B To 
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Tofearchyou out. awiuCf er! 

Oth. Tis well I ^ j I 3 firi w qov nocjv soq^Q 

I will but fpend a word jiere in5lie;^i^e,#^gqe wul>iypis- 
Caf Auncient, what makes he here? jldtD mirl tmg :Hsy 

la Faith he to night, hath boordeda43U$^atf,ia$ a ; , j ,.!-q 

If it prooue lawfull prize, hee’s made tq^^uer* j ; >.%. z-nitH! 

ffaf I doenotvndetftaod. > •. .o ; • ; r 

la Hec’s married* wood i nadw 

Caf. To whom. : . i •. 1 vr r • • 



I urn 
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Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and other* with lights 

and Weapons* 

la. Marry to— Come Captains*.will you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’withyou. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to fecks for you. 
la. It is Bfabantioy Generali be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Ho’la, ftand there, -\u, , • 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

la*. Yon Roderigo, come fir, l am for yop. 

Oth. Keepc vp your bright fwords^ibi' jne dCW will ruft.CBV 
Good Seipnior you (ball more cdroman^vyith^cace^, t - \ 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft in chanted her, c . , 

For lie referre me to all things. of.fcnie, . . 

(If (he in chaines of magiek were not bouni^r-fj , 

Whether a maide fo tender, faire, and happy. 

So oppofite to marriage, that (he Ihiind/ ; ' 

The wealthy curled darlings! of our Nation, n . ■ 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocked 
Ranne from her gardage to the footy bofome 

Of fuch a thing as thou ? to flare, not to delight i 

3 udge me the world, if t’is not grade in fenfe 



Tii 



Abofd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals,. 
That weakens, motion slle.haue’t diluted on $ 
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the c£\£oore of ¥c nice* 

Tis portable and palpable tothinlcing j o 
1 therefore apprehend and doe attach thee. 

For an abufer of the world, a praftifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant i 
Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refift, 

Subdue him at his peril!. 

Oth* Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, I fhould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, andcourfe of direft Seflion 
Call thee toanfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon fome prefent bufineffe of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer . Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

TheDukc’s in Councell, and your noble felfe, 

I amfureisfentfor. 

’Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night i bring him away ; 

Mine’s notan idle caufe: the Duke hicnfelfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the Stare, 

Cannot but feelc this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For iffucha&ions, may haue pafiage free, 
2ond{laucs,and Pagans (hal our Stacefmen be. Exeunt. 




Enter Duke and Senators , fet at a Table, with lights 
and Attendants . 

Dukg. There is no compofitiou in chefe newes. 

That giucs them credit. 

i Sena. I ndeed they are difpropottioned,' 

My letters fay, a hundred and feuen Gallies, 

Du. and mine an hundred and forty, 
a . Sen, And mine two hundred .• 
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io The Tragedy, of Qth ello- 

But though they iumpe not on 
( As in thefe cafes, where they a$ime jpepbrts, 

Tis oft with difference,.! yet doe they ah.confir.tne 
A T urkjfh fleet, and bearing vp to Ciprts. 

Dm. Nay, it is poflible enough toiudgemeat : 

I doe not fo fecure me to the error. 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In fearefull fenfe i Enter atJtfeffengerz : 

One Within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Officer. A roeflenger from the Galleys, 

Du Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Tnrkijh preparation makes for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior jingelo. 
Dm. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena. This cannot be by no affay of reafon— 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe vs infalfegaze ? when we confer 
The importancy of Cyprus to tn eTurke : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernesthe T itf^fhen Rhodes, 

So may he with mo e facile ^ueftion bears ir. 

For that it ftands not infuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks labilities 

That Rhodes is die ft in : if wc make thought, of this. 

We muft not thinke the T nrke isfo ynskil&fl, 

To leaue that Iateft which onceriies him fifft ; 

Neglcfling an attempt of eafearid gamine, 

To wake and wage a danger profitlcffe. 

Dm. Nay, in ail confidence hee’s not for Rhodes, 
officer. H ere is. more newes. £ ntcr ai M effengcr. 

Mef. IhzOuomiur, mierehd and gratious. 

Steering with due cou r fe , to w a rd'the Tile of Rhodes , 

Haue there inioynted 'then* with aft afterfleetc, * 

I Sena. I, fol thought, how many, as you guefle. 
t Mef. Of 50. fails, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward courfe, bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofcstowarcs Cyprus: Seignior tMontnno, 

Y our trufty and mod valiant fenticor. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to bclceue him. 

<Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
t Marcus Luccicot is not he in cowne ? 

I Sena. Hee’s now in Florence. 

Dm. Write from vs to him poft, port haft difpatch. 




Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo,Iago, Cafliio, 
Defdemona,*»^ Officers. 

i Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 

Dm. Valiant Othello , we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the gencrall enemy Ottoman j 
I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

Bra. So did I yours, good y our G ra ce p 3 1 don me . 
Neither niy place, nor ought I heard of bufinefle 
Hath rais’d me from my bed.not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular gritfe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts and f wallows other forrowes. 

And it isftill itfelfe. 

Dm. Why, whats the matter? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

AE. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes 
For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Dm. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfe, 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 

You (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, ycatho our proper forme 
Stood in your a6tion. 

Bra, Humbly I thanke your Grace 5 
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Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very forry for’f. 

Dt*. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

t Br*. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Mod: potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approou’d good Maftcrsj 
That I haue tanc away this old mans daughter. 

It is mod: true : true, I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude I am in my (peach, 
And little bleft with the fetphrafe of peace. 

For fince thefe armes of mine had feuen yeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deare ft a& ion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I fpeake. 

More then pertasnes to fcates of broyles,and battaile, 
And therefore little (hall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gratious patience, 
I would a round vnrauilTi’d tale deliuer. 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes. 
What conjuration, and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d witball :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bya. A maiden neuer bold, 

Offpirit fo ft ill and quiet, that her motion 
“B'ufht at her felfe : andlhe in fpigbc of nature. 

Of yeares, of Countrey , credit, eucry thing, 

To fall in loue with what (he fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a judgement m timd, and moft imperfeifc. 

That will coi/efl'c, perfed ion fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, andmuft-bedriuen 
To findont pradfifes of cunning hell, 

W hy this (hould be, I therefore vouch againe. 

That with fome mixtures p werfull ore the blood, 

Or with fome dram con mr d to this efifeft, 

He wrought vpon her. 



the Moore of Venice, 

Bit. To vouch this is no proofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him. 

1 Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indireft and forced courses. 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affe&ions ? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire queftion^ 

As foule to foule affordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeechyou. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagictary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father ; 

Ifyou doe finde me fottle in her report, 

The iruft, the Office, I doe hold of you, 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Dh. Fetch Defdemetia hither. Extunt tVoo or three 

Oth. Ancient conduit them, you beft know the place $ 

And till (he come, as truely as tobeauen 
I doe confeffe the vices of my bloud. 

So iuftly to your graue eares-Ile prefent. 

How I did thrius in this faire La dyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Btt. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her father loued me, oft inuited me,. 

Still queftiened me the ftory of my life. 

From yeare to yeare,the battailcs,fciges, fortunes 
That I haue paft : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances, 

Ofmoouing accidents, by flood and field ; 

Ofhaire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach j 
Of being taken by the infolent foe. 

And fold to flaucry ; of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells biftorie ; 

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Dcfarts idle. 

Rough quaries, rockes.aqd hils, whpfe heads touch heauen: 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

lc was ray hint to fpeake, fuch was my procefle s 
And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The nthropop hagie, and men whofe heads 

Doe grow beneath their (houlders : thefe to heare. 
Would Dtfdemona ferioufly incline $ 

But (fill the houfe affaires would draw her thence, 
Which euer as ihe could with haft difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difeourfe ; which l obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyanc houre, and foand good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcells (lie had fomething heard. 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When I did fpeake of fome diftresfull ftroake 
That my yourh fuftered : my ftory being done $ 

She gaue me for my paincs a world of figbes ; 

She fwore Ifaithtwas ftrange,twas pafsingftrange j 
Twas pittifull, twas wonderous pittifull ; 

She wiftit (he had not heard ir, yet fhc wiiht 

That heruen bad made her fuch a man : (he thanked me. 

And bad me if I had a friend that loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. V pon this heate 1 fpake % 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And I lou’d her that lhe did piety them. 

Thisonely is the witchcraft I haue vs’d: 

Here comes the Lady, 

LetherwitndVeit. 

Enter Defdcmona, I ago, and the rejl. 

Du, I thinke this tale would win rr y daughter to 5 — 
Good Erabantioyttike vp this mangled matter at thebeft. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands* 

Era, I pray you heare her fpeake, 

Iflhe confeffc that fhc was halte the wooer, 
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the cSSToore of Venice, 

Deftruftion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hithergentle miftrefle* 

Doe you perceiae in all this noble company, 

Where moft yon owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education $ 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refped you, you are the Lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter,But hecre’s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother lhe wed 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge, that I may profefle. 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Era. Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it 5 
Come hither Moore: 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would kcepe from thee : for your fake (Iewell.) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childe 
For thy efcape would reach me tyranny, * 

To hang clogs on cm, I haue done my Lord, 

Let mc !p eake like your fclfe,and lay a fcntence 
Which asa greefe or ftep may heipe thefe louers 
Into your fauour^ 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended 
By feeing the wor(f,which late on hopes depended 
To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone; 

Is the next way to draw more mifclucfe on : 

What cannot be preferu d when forrune takes, 
l atKnce her miury a mockery makes, 
he rob’d that fmiles, fteales fomethins from the thiefe 
fp f nds a boote1 ^ g”efe 

We lofe it nntV f Tk *’ oi C JP rus vs beguile, 

Hcbfd Tr l0n§ 3S WC can fmiIe » 

bc “ rts thc fcntc "<* weft that nothing beares, 
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But the free comfort, which from thence he hearcs & 

But he be ares both the fentence and the forrow, 

That to pay griefe, rouftof ppore patience borrow#. 

Thefe feiitences to iugar, or to galU 
B^ing ftrong onboth li les,are equiuocall : 

But words are words,! neucr yei did heare. 

That the bruis’d h:art was pierced through the eare# 

Beflech you now, to the affaires of the ft ate. ^ 

Du, The Turks with moft mighty preparation makes tor Cjpmi 
Othello, the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you,and tho we 
haue there a SubfHtute of rnofl allowed fufficiency 5 yet opinion, a fo« 
uet aigne miftrefleof cff.ds.thiowcs a more fafer voyce on youy yon 
mutt therefore be content to {lubber the gloffe of } our newf^ttune^ 
with this more ftubborne and boifterbus expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome,moft graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteele Cooch of warre, 

M; thrice-driuen bed of downe: I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardneffe,and doe vndertake 
This prefent warre, againftthe Ottojnites :■ 

Mull humbly therc£ore,bending to your State, 
Iciaueficdifpoficionformy wife, _ 

Due reference of place and exhibition. 

With fucli accomodation and before. 

As lenels wifh her breeding. 

Du. Ifyou pleafe, bce’tathe.r fathers;.. 

’Bra. lie not haue it fo. 

Oth. Nor I. . . - 

Dtf Nor 1,1 would not there rcfide 9 
To put my father In impat ient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : moft . gracious Duke, 

To my vnfolding lend a gracious eare. 

And let me find a charter in y our voy ce* 

T’afsift my fimplenefle — 

Du. W hst would you Dtfdtmona ? 

Dtf. That 1 did loue the Moore to liue with him, 

My downe right uiolencc,and florme of Fortunes, 

May trumpet to the world ; my hearts fubdued, jfoeii 



the <z5\Toore of Venice. 

Bueti to the very qualitieofmy Lord: 

1 few O t helloes vifage io his minde. 

And to his Honors and his valiant parts 
Did I my fooleand fortunes conlecrate. 

So that deare Lords, if 1 be left behinde, 

A Mothof peace, and he goe r© the warre. 

The rites for which I lonehim,are bereft me. 

And I a heauy interim (hall iupport. 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth . Y our voy ces Lords : befeecn you let her will 
Haue a free way : 

Vouch with me hcauen, I therefore beg it not 
T o pleafe the palatof my appetite. 

No tocomply with heate, the young affeds 
In my defund, and proper fatisfadion. 

But to be free ar d bounteous to her mind. 

And heauen defend your goo 1 fonlcs that you thinke 
I will you; ferious and good buliiieffe (c*nt. 

For (he is with me- ; — no, when light wingd toyes. 
And feather'd <■ upid foyles with wanton eulneffe. 
My fpccolatiueand adiue inftrutnents. 

That my difports .corrupt and raint my bufintfle, 

•Let nufwiues make a skellet of my Helme, 

And ail indigne and bafe aduerfitics. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 
Eytherforher ftay or goings the affaire cry eg haft. 
And (peed mu ft anfwcre,you muft hence to night. 

Dtf. To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth. With all my heart* 

Du. At nine i’ch morning here wetl meet againe. 
Othello, Icaue feme officer behind. 

And he fball our Cotnmiffion bring to you, 

Withfuch things elfe of quality and refped, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. PItafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and truft. 

To his conueyance I afsigue my wife, 

Cz ' 
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With what etfe needefull your good Grace fl»U thinke, 
Tobefentafcerme. 

Da. Let itbefo: .. . 

Good night to euery one, andnoble Seignior, 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your Son in law is farrc more faire then blacke. 
i Sena . Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well. 

Bra* Looke to her Moore,if thou hart eyes to fee, 

She has dtceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt. 

Oeh. My life vpon her faith. Honeft Iago, 

My Defdemona muft I leaue to thee , 

I prethee let thy wife attendon her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona, I haue but an hourc 
Of loue, of worldly matters and diredion, 

Tofp.-nd with thee, we muft obey the time. 

Red. /ago. Exit Moore and Defdemona. 

lag. What faid thou nobl: heart? 

Rod. W hat will I doe thinkft thou ? 
ft%. Why goe to bed and fleepe. 

Red. I will incontinently drownemy felfe. 

Jag. Well, if thou doert, 1 {hall neucr loue thee after it, 

Why thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is-ltllineffe to Hue, when to Hue is a torment, and then we 
blue a prefcription.to dye when death is our Phy fi: ian. 

lag. O villanous, I ha look’d vpon the world for foure rimes ft. 
uen year es, and fine- I could diftinguilh bet wane a beitfiir, and an 
iniury, 1 neuer found a man that knew how to loue himUlte : crei 
wouldVay I would drownemy felfe, for the loue ofaGitwy Htn,I 

woo'd change my humanity with a Baboone. . 

Rod. What (hould I doe ? 1 confefl'. it is my (hame to be fo tond, 



but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

la*, Vertue, a fig,tis in ourfclue#, that wee arc thus, orihus, 
our bodies are ga-dens,to the which our .wills, are Gardiners, ft rM 
if »• e will Plant Nc teles, or fow Lett ice, fc t Ifop, and weed vp Ttfft 
fupply it with one gender of hea; bes, o. •dil'cad it with WW 1 A*' 
thcr to haue it (kr ill with idkncfl'e, or marm- \i wath inuiitry, « i 
5; i.epov¥er,3nd corrigible authority of this, iicsiu-our wills. ^ 



the Moore of V enice. ip 

balance of our liues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfuality ; the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would conduct 
vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions, our carnall fting?, our vnbitted lufts ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fyen. 

Rod . It cannot be. 

fag It is meerely a luft of the b!ood,and a permirtlon of the will : 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profefle me thy friend, and J confefle me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable tougbneffe ; 1 could neuer better 
fteede thee then now. Put money in thy purfe j follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard j 1 fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona fhould long continue her lone 
vntothe Moore, — put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her ; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou [halt fee an anfwerable fe- 
queftracion : put but money in chy puife. — Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills .—fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufhious as Locurts,(hal! be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She muft change for vouch t when (hec'is fated with 
his body, (hee will finde the error of her cho ce ; fliee muft haue 
change (he muft. There fore put money in thy purfe : I f thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning y 
make all the money thou craft. If fen&imony, and a Baile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fupcr-fubtle Venetian, be not too hard 
for my wits, and all the rrioc of hell, thou (halt cnioy her ; therefore 
make money,— a pox a drowning, tis deane out of the wav ; feeke 

raTctwl,t«£ e tmr * k * "V io r- '■« «• * *<«"*, 

if f f c ^ v hepes, if I depend on the iffbe ? 

oft^nd ^h forCOf mC “ 8 ° e ’ make rnone y — I haue told thee 
i* hearted, thine £' co^ ^ ^ 

pSur^meafport jJ hcU Can,} CuC oIdhl ®» thou dosit thjlftlfc a 

CUemS •“> Wombeof 

haue more of this to morrow X 'f™’ tby nl0ney > We wiU 

fod, Where (hall we meet ikh morning ? 

Ac it iy lodging 

G ^ Red* 
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Rod. Ife be with thee betimes. 

lag Go to,fire wells — doe you heare R oderigo} 

Rod. What fay you ? 

lag. Mo more of d.owning,doe you hearc ? 

Rod. I am chang’d, i le goe fell all my land. 

Exit Roderigo. 

lag. Thus doe T euer make my foole my purfc : 
For 1 mine owne gain’d knowledge (hould prophane 
If I would time expend with fucn a fnipe. 

But for my fport and profit: 1 hate the Moore, 

Andie is thought abroad, that twixe my (heetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know not,if’t be true — « 

Yet I, for mcerefufpition in that kind, 

Willdoe,as if for furety : he holds me well, 

The better (hall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio's a proper man, let me fee now. 

To get this place, and to plume vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee. 

After fome cime,to abufe O the Hoc's care. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a pc*-fon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpe&ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moore is of a free and open nature. 

That thinkes men honed;, that but feemesto befo: 
And will as tenderly be led bith’ nofe — as Afles are : 

I ha*c, it isingender’J : Hell and night 

Muft bring thismonllrous birth totiie worlds light. 




the Moore of Venice. 

CMon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A filler blaft ncr^ fhooke our battlements : 

If it ha ruffiind fo vpon :he fea. 

What ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on them. 
Can hold the morties,— What (hill we beare of this? 

^ Gent. A fegregation of the Turktjk fleece : 

For doe but ftand vpon the foaming (bore. 

The chiding billowes feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind fhak’d furge.withhigh andmonftrous mayne, 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’eoer fired pole, 

J neuer did like naoleftation view. 

On the enchafed flood. 

^Mon. If thatthe T urkijh Fleete 
Be not infhe'.ter’d.and cmbayed,they are drown'd, 
Itisimpofsible to beare it our. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 



3 vy w wco 5 y UUi VVarrCTa slit. « 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T nrko, 

That their defigmenc halts : 

A Noble fnippe of Venice, 

Hathfcene a grieuous wracke and fufferance 
On mod part of their Fleete. . 

Mon. How, is this true ? 

3 Q ca 1 he (hippe is here put in & 

A Veronefla, Michael Cafsie, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore OtheRo, 

Is come a thore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Com nifsion here for Cyprus. 

gladon’t, tis a worthy Goucrnour* " 

tJ v ? U “ his , fa „ me Ctfiioxho he fpeake ofcomfotE, 
Touching tbeTtirkjjh lode, yet he lookes fadly. 

And pray es the Moore be fafc,f, r they were parted. 
With foule and violent Tempeft. 

Mon. Prayheauenhebe: 

iets to the fea fiejej ho* 
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As well to fee the veflell thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayrc all blue. 

An indiftin&regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let’s doe fo. 

For euery minute is expedancy 
Ofmorearriuance. Enter Caflle. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the hcauens 
Giue him defence agasnft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 
oJMon. Is he well fhiptf 
Caf, His Barke is ftoutly timbcrd,andhisPilote 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s (notfurfetted to death ) 

Stand in bold cure Sneer a eJMeffenger. 

Mef A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mef The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea. 
Stands ranckes of people, and they cry a fay Ie. 

C af. My hopes doe fhape him for the gonernemenc. 

1 Gen. They doe difdiarge the fhot of courtefic, 

Our friend at leaft. ji foot. 

C*f I pray yon fir go: forth 
And giue vs tiutb, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. 1 fliall. Exit , 

Mon . Bat good Leiucenant, is yourGtn-rall wiu’d? 
Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath archie u’d a maide. 
That parragms defciiption, and wildfarre; 

One tbattxcells the quirkesofblafoning pens ; 

And in the efle ntiall vc fturc of creation, 

Does beare an excellency now, who has put in? 
Enter 2 Gentleman, 

2 Gent. Tis one logo, Ancienc to the Generali ; 

He has had moft fauourable and happy fpee'Hc, 

Tempefts themfelues, high Teas, and holding winds, 

The guttered rockes, an i congregated fandis. 

Traitors enftcep’d, to clog the guiltleile Keele, 









the oore of Venice. 

As hauing fenfe of beauty, do orrit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona. 

Mon. What is (he? 

Caf. She that I fpafee of, our great Captaincs Captaine, 
Left in the condu& of the bold lags, 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powcrfull breath 
That he may bleflc this Bay with his tall lhippc, 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona' s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 
Giuerenewd fire. 

To our extin&ed fpirits : 

And bring all Cjprus comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come on fhore. 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen 
Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand, 

En wheele thee round. 

Def. T thanke you valiant ^/rrc; 

What tidi rg S can you tell me of my Lord? 

Caf He is not yet arri U ed,nor know I ought 
But that hee's well, and will be fhortly heere. * 
v* but I feare ;■ — how loft you company? 

Caf. The great contention he fea andskies* 

Parted our fellow (hip ; but harke, a faile. 

This S^ dr grC£t,n 8 “ *= Citadell, 

Caf. See for the newes : 

Le°t/t nnr CieX \i* y ° U 3re Wc * corrie J welcome Miftreffe 
gaI i y0Ur P atien ce,good Igo, ^ 

Thar l- ex end mann ers,tis my breeding 

As gfher tongue flic hJSowed wml' 

D * 
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She putshcr tongue alitcle in her heart, 

Andchid-\s with chinking. 

Em. Y ou ha little caufe to fay f®. 
lag. Come orvco ne on, you are Piflures out of dores r 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kicchins : 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Plaeers in your houfewifery; and houfewiues in your beds, 
Def. O fievpon thee flanderer.. 
lag. Nay ..it is true, or clfe I am a T urke. 

You rife to plav, and goe to bed to worke, 

Em. You (hill not write my praife. . 

Jag. No, let me not. 

Def W hat would!! thou write ofmc. 

If thou fhoulcfft praile m ? 

Jag. O gentle Lady, doe not put meto’t. 

For i am nothing, if not criticall. 

Def. Come on, aflay— there’s one gontothe Haibor? 
lag. I Madam. 

Def. 1 am not merry, but Ldoe bcgjiile 
7 he thing I am, by feeming otlierwife t 
Gome, how wouldilihoQ praife me ? 

fig. I am about it, but indeed my intiention 
Gomes from my pace,as birdlime does from freeze,. 

It plucks our braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus flie is deliuered-:. 

If fit be fire and Wifi, fiirtnejfe and Wit ; 

<jfke one's for vfi. the ether vfeth it. 

Def. Wdi prais’d : how ilfli? be black and witty h 

j a « ]f fiie be blaifie, and thereto, haue a wit , 

Shee t finde a white, that fliall her blackiiejfe fit. 

Def. v\ orieand worfe. 

Em. How if tauc and.foolifh ? 

lag. Sht fitter yet was foe If, that wasfifej 
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for etien her folly helpt her to an Heire. 

Def. Thefe arc old parodoxes,to make fooles laugh i*th Alehoufes 
What miferable praifehaft thou for her. 

That’s foule and foolifh? 

Jag. T hire's nine fo foule, and foolifh thereunto. 

But does foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doe, 

Def. O heauy ignorance, that praifes the worft bfft : but what 
praifecouldft thou beftow on adeferuingwoman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 

n i 



malice itfelfe ? 

lag. She that Was euer faire, and neuer proud. 

Had tongue at Will, and yet was neuer loWd, 

Nixer lackt gold , andyet went neuer gay. 

Fled fern her wifi, and yet fiid, neW I may : 

She t hat being angred , her reuenge being nigh , 

"Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure flye j 
She that in wtfedome, neuer Was fofraile , 

T o change the Codfheadfor the Salmons taile : 

She that could thinke , and ne' re difclofe her minde. 

See Sut ers following , and not looke behinde : 

S he was a Wight, ( if euer fitch Wight Were,) 

Def To doe what ? 

lag T o fickle fooles, and chronicle fmall Beere. 

Def O moftlame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia, tho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not araoft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 

Caf He fpeakes home Madam you may rellifh him 
More in the Souldierthen in the Scholler.’ 



jjjfc- H !, takes L hcr b y the palmej I well fed, wlufper ; with as 
* trie a webDe as this, will I enfnare as great a Fiie as Cafsio I fmi'e 
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2d The 'Tragedy of Othello 

Enter. Othello, <*/»d Attendants. 

Caf Tistruelyfo. 

Def. Lets meechiai.andreceiue hits. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. O my faire W arriour. 

Def. M 1 dcare O thello, 

Oth. fc giu s me w -ndcr,great as my content. 

To foe you here before me : O my foules iuy. 

If after euery tempelt,come fuch calmenefle, 

M *y die windsblow,till they haue wakened death; 
And let the labouring Barke clime hilksof Teas, 
Olympus high, and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from heauen ; If ic were now to dye, 
T’were now to be moft happy ,for I teare 
My foule hath her content lo abfolutc, 

That not another con for t, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts (hould increafe, 
Euen as our dayes dov grow. 

Oth. Amen to that, fweet Powers : 

I cannot fpeake enough of this concent. 

It flops me here, ic is too much ofioy •• 

And this, and chis,the greateft difetrd be, kljfe. 
Thar ere our hearts Hull make. 

lag. O, you are well tun’d now, 

Buc 1 le fet downe the pegs,that makes this mufique, 
As hone A as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caflle: 
Newesfriend',our wars are done,the T ur\j are dre 
How das my old acquaintance of this Ifle? 

Honny, you (hall be well defir din Cyprus ; 

I haue found great loue aaiongft them : O my fweet: 
I prattle out of fafhion,and I dote. 

In mine owne comforts : I prethee good /<«£(>, 

Goe to the Bay, and lifimbarke my Coffers; 

Bring thou the Matter to the C itadell : 

He is a good one,and his worthinefie. 



the Moore of Venice. i j 

Doeschall nge much refpecl: come Dtfdtmona, 

Oi ce more well met at Cyprus . Exeunt. 

lag. Doe thou meet me pr Jlntly at the Harbour : come hither, 
Jfrhou beeft valiant, (is tht y fay, bafe men being in loue, bane then 
a Nobilicy in their natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me, 
the Leiucenant to night watches on the Court of Guard : fir ft I will 
tell thee this, Defdemona isdireftly'tfHoue with him. 

Rod. With him ? why tis not poflible. 

Jog. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrnftedr tracks 
me, with what violence fhe firft lou’d the Moore, hut for bragging, 
and celling her fantafticali lies; and will the loue him ftill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinke ic. Hereyemnft befed, and 
what delight (hill (he hauetolookconthe Diuell? Whenthe blood 
is made dull with the aft of fport, there fhould be a game to inflame 
ic,and giue facicty a frefh appetite. Louefincsin fauour,fympathy 
in yeans, manners, and beauties; all which the Moore is defeftiue 
in s now for want of thtfe requir’d conuemences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe will find it felte abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difreliflj 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will imtruft hertoir, andcom- 
pell her to fume fecond choyce : Voir fir, this granted, as it is moft 
pregnant and vnforced polition, whd ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane kerning, for the better compafsffik of his fait and moft hidden 
look aft, ft ions : A fubtle fiippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
hathasan eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduanrages tho true 

S^T , ,, P ^ nCiC ^* Befides > the ^«ue * handfome, 
fook g f after ? ! 1 rtqu,fices in him ^at folly and green mirdcs 

him already*. ^ co ®P lea£ knaue, and the woman has found 

d it ion? ICann ° C bdeCl,e thatinher * ftse* full of moft bleftcon- 

A SS bf ft the T e drinkes is «■»* of grape, : if 

thatV' 0t , 1Cr marke 

Rod. Yes, but that wa- bur courtefi*. 

Lecncry, by this hand: an index and obfeare prologue t® 

w the 




28 The Tragedy ^Othello 

the hiftory, of Juft and foule thoughts ; they met fo neere with their 
lipSj that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo martball the way j hand at hand comes R«dcrig» t 
the mafter and the tnaine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. hut 
Hr, be you rul’d by me, I haue brought you from Venice > watch you 
to night, for command lie lay’t vpon you , Cafsio knowes you 
not 3 He not be farrefrom you, doc you finde fomeoccafion to anger 
Cafsio, either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his difeipline, or 
from what other courfe you plcafe ; which the time (hall more fauo- 
rably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. Sir he is rath, and very fuddaine in cho’er, and haply with his 
Trunchcn may ftrike at you ; prouoke him that he may, for cuenout 
of that, will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe qualification 
Hull come into no traecafte again’c,but by the difplanting of Cafsio: 
So (hall you haue a (hotter iourney to your defires, by the meanesl 
lhall then haue to prefer them,& the impedimentynoft profitably re- 
naou’d, without which there were no expe&ation of our profperity. 
Rod, I willdoe this, if T can bring it ro any opportunity. 

Jag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadell ; I mud 
fetch his neccffariesa (Lore. — Farewell. 

Red. AduCi ‘ Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues her, I do well belecue it.j 
That (he loues him, tis apt and of great credit ; 

The Moore howbe’e, that 3 indure him nor, 

Is of a cor.fhnt. nobIe,louing nature ; 

And 1 darethinke,hec’jeproucto Defdemona , 

A moft deere husband; now I doe loue her too. 

Not cut of abfolute luft,(thoperaducnturc, 

I ftand acconptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fufpe& the Iuftfull Moore, \ 

Hathleap’d into my feat,the thought whereof 
Dothiilseapoifonousmincrallgnawmyinwarde; > 

Andnothing can,nor lhall content my foule. 

Till I am cucn’d with him, wife for wife ♦ 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

Ac leaf?, into a iealoufie fo ftrong. 
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That Judgement can nor cure j which thing to doe, 

If this poorc tralh of y enice , whom ! trace. 

For his quiche hunting, ftand the putting on, 

He haue our t Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe hinmto the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio , with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,!ouc me^and reward me 6 
For making him egregioufly an Affc, 

And practifing vpon his peaefc and quiet^ 

Euen to madneffe i — tis heere.bue yet confus'd ; 

Knaueries plaine face is neuer feene, till vs’d* 

Exit 

Enter Othello's H'erauld t reading a Proclamation. 

It is OtheiVs pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, th?.t vpon. 
certaine tidings nowaniued, importing the mecre perdition ofthe 
Tarkifh Fleece ; that euery man pat himfclfe into triumph; fomero 
dance, fome make benefits ; each man to what fport andRcuelshis 
adai&ion leadcs him; for beftdesthefe bene ficia lime wes, it is the ce«* 
lebration of his Nuptialls ; So much was his pleafure flioold be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open, and there. is full liberty ,froin .his pre- 
fent hopre of fibril! the bell hath roldekuen„ ficauc’n bkllc the tfte 
of Cyprus ., and our noble Generali Othello: 

Ehtcr Othello, Cailio, and Defdemons. 

Oth. Good (JtfichaellooU you to the guard to mVhr 

Lets teach our fellies that honourable itoppe, ** " 
Noctooutfportdifcretion. rr 

Caf. IagoM ath dirc&ion what to doe r 
wLTiSw“ s ' ,vi,hm rr*.ronaiitj S 
Oth. I ago is moft honeft • 

Uztiri ' t0 ® orrowt Wich yoarearlieft. 

The nurrh f W 1 Uh /°° >COmc m y louc, 

Thlfn i fC made> Che frolts are ^ enfue, 

' O (hello md D cfdemona: 

-- — — Enttto 
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Enter Iago. 

Caf W elcome I Ago, we tnuft to the watch. 
lag. Not this houre Leiurenant, tis not yet ten aclock : our Ge- 
nerali call: vs thus early for the loueof his Defdemona, who let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her $ 
and (he is (port for Joue, 

Caf. SheisamoftexquifiteLady. 
lag. And 1 le warrant her full of game. 

Caf indeed (he is a moft freih and delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (lie has? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf An inuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft. 
lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarmetoloue, 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lag. Well, happinefleto their (heetes come Leiutenant, I 

haue a ftope of W ine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good Ugo ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well wifticourtefie would inuentfome 
other cuftomeof entertainemenr. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup. Iledrinkeforyou. 
Caf I hadrunke but one cuptonight,andthat was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunarc in the infirmity, and dare not taske roy weakenefle with any 
more. 

lag • What man, tis a night of Reuells,tbe Gallants defire it. 
Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here at the dore, T pray you call them 1 in. 

Caf lie do’t, but it difl ikes me. Exit, 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vponhiroj 
With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’l be as full of quarrell and offence, 

As my young miftris dog:— •Noy mw ficke foote Rodcrigo, 

(Whom lone has turn'd almollthe wrong' fide outward,) 

To Defdemona, bathto nigbtearouft 

Potations pottle deepe, and Ik.i ’ s ro watch : 

Three Lads of nobie (welling fpirits, 

CThat 
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(That hold their honour, in a wary diftancc, 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cops. 

And the watch coo s sow raongft this flock of drunkards, 

I am to pat our fifsio in fome a&ion, 

That may offend the ifle 5 Enter Montanio.Caflio, 

But here they come s and others. * 

If confequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate fades freely, both with wind and ftreamc. 

Caf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one,not paft a pint, 

As I am a Soldier. 
lag. Some wine hoe: 

Andlet me the Cannikin clinke, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke : 

A Souldier’s a man, a life’s but a /pan, 

Why then let 4 Souldier drinke. — Some wineboyes. 

Cap Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn'd it in England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag-bcllied Holla**- 
aer 3 (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh. 

Caf. Is your Englijh man foexquifite in his drinking ? 
ag. Why he drinkes you with racillicy,your Dane dead drunke : 

al«2?* ? C ° OHerth ^ OVV y? ur Al maine she giues your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

1 win *j y™ 

£*ng Stephen 'teat and a Worthy Peere , 

Hts breeches coft him but a cro'fyne 
He held 'em fixper.ee all to deere, * 

kVitothat be cald the Taylor lowne 
He ^as alight of high renoVene, 
iAndthou art but of low degree , 
lynde that puls the Countrey doVene, 

Is. 
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Caf. No, for I hold.hi® vnworthy of his place, that doctthofe 
things well, Heauen’s aboue all, and .there bee foules that muftbee 
faued, 

lag . It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine ownc part ,oo offence, to the Generali, nor any mm 
ofquallityH hope to be faued.. . j \ {■/’ 

lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf I, but by your leaue» no; before roe ; the Leiutenant is tobe 
faued before t he Ancient. Lei’s ba no. more of this, let’s to our af. 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke toour bulineffe: 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke, this is rny Amcunt,this is my 
right hand .and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,! can fland 
well enoagh,and fpeake well enough. 

Alt Excellent well. •••••>•■■ 

Caf Why very well then?' you mutt not thinke then* that I am 
drunke. Exit.. 

tJWon. To the plctforme mafters. Come, let’s fet the watch. 
lag. Y ou fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He isa Souldier fit to hand by Cafar, 

Aridgiue direction : and doe but fee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertue, a iuffequinox, 

The one as long-as th'other s tis pitty of him, . > . . ; • v 

u feare the trullO-iheflo put him in, V . 

On foras oddetime of his infitmity, 

Will fluke i his Ifland. 

Men. But is he ofren thus. 
lag. T is cuermove the Prologue to his fk epe ; 

Het’ie watch the horolodgca double fct ( 

Ifdrinke rocke not his cradle. _ . 

Mon. T’were well the Generali were put in minde of it * 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the venue that appeares in C a f sw >' 

And iookes not on his euiils : is not this true ? 

la«. How now Rodtrigo, _E«f«rRoderigo» 

I pray you after the Leiutenant, goe. Exit Rod. 

Mon- And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his owns fccond, 

With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
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ft were an Iioneft action to fay fo tothe-Moore. 

lag . Noel, for this Hire Ifland: ^ 

I doe loue Cafsio well, and Would doe much,- Utlpt, 

To cure himofthiseuill s but harke,what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, drifting in Roderigo. 

Cap You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty : bat lie beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Doll thou prate rogue? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir held your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or lie knock you ore the mazzird. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight. 

lag . Away I fay, goe our, and cry amuteny. 

Nay good Leiutenant :God’s-wiIl Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant i Sir, Monsanto, fir, 

Hclpe mailers, heer’s a goodly watch indeed s 
Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTowne will rife, fie,fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be fham’d for euer. 

Enter Othello , and G entlemen with Weapons. 

Oth ti What’s the matter heere ? 

Mon, I bleed Hill, I am hurt to the death. 

Oth. Hold, for your lines. 

lag. Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio.Gentkmn. 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hf^Generall fpeakes to you , hold,hold,for fhame. 

Oth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we tur’nd T ttrkes, and toour felues doe that, 

Wnich Heauenhasfoibid the Qttamites : 

For C bnffian flume, put by this barbarous brawle j 
He that forres next, to carue for his ownerage, 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion V 
Et 



.Within, 



Exit Rod. 



A bell rings. 



he faints. 
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Silence that dreadfull bell,it fright* the Ifle 
From her propriety s what’s the matter mailers ? 
Honeft logo, that lookes dead with grieuing, 
Speake,who began this.on thy loue I charge thee. 

Lag. I doe not know, friends all but now,euen now* 
In quarter,and in cermes,like bride and groome, 
Deueftit.g them to bcd,and then but now, 

( As if fome Planet had vnwitted men.) 

Swords nut .and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuifh odds ; 

And would in a&ion glorious, I had loft 
Thofe leggcSjthat brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were tints forgot? 
Caf I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy M ontanio,yaa were wont be ciuitl. 

The graujty and ftilnefle or your youth. 

The world hath noted, and your name is great, 
jn mouthes of wifeft eenfure : what s the matter. 

That you vnlacc your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to't? , . 

Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger, 

Y our Officer fag o can informe you, 

W hilc I fpare fpeeeh, which fomething now off.nds me. 
Of all that 1 doe know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amiffe this night : . 

Vnlefle felfe.chariry be fometime a vice, 

And co defend our felues it be a finne, 

When violence aflfayles vs, 

Oth. Nowbyheauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffionhauing my beft iudgement coold, 

Affayes to leade the way : Ifonce 1 ftirre. 

Or doc but lift this arme.the beft of you 

Shall finke in my rebuke : gtue me to know 

How this foule rout began, who fet it on, ^ ; 

And he that is approou’d in this offence, 
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Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells. 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. Iago, who began ? 

Mon. If partiality affin'd, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or lefle then truth. 

Thou art nofoldier, 
lag. Touch me not fo neere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue cut of my mouth. 
Then it Ihould doe offence to Michael Cafsio : 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh, 

There comes a fellow,crying out for hdpe. 

And Cafsio following hi n with determin’d fword, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafio, and intreates his paufe ; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue. 

Left by his clamour, as it fo fell out, 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather 3 
For that I heard the clinke and fall of fwords: 

And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night 
I ne re might fay before; when I came backe. 

For thrs was briefe,I found them c’ofe together. 

At blow and thruft.euen as agen they were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report. 

But men are men, the beft fometimes forget ; 

Tho Caf to did fome little wrong to him 
As men in rage ftnke thofe that wifli them beft. 
Yet furoly C*fh, I beleeue receiu’d " ° 

Rom him thaefled/ome Orange indignity, 

WJ»ch patience could not paffe. 7 * 

„ Oth. I know I ago, 

1 hy boneft y and loue doth mince this matter 
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Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsio , 1 loue thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Lookc if my gentle loue be not rais’d vp : ..■>] 

Enter befdemona, wit h others,, 

Tie make thee an example. 

Def.' W hat’s the matter ? 

Oth . All’s well now fweeting : 

Come iiyvay to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe willbe your furgeon ; leade him off ; 

Ugo, looke witlvcare about theTowne, 

And fi’ence thcfe,whom this vile braule didra&ed. 

Come Dcfdtmona, tis the Soldiers life, 

Tohaue their balmy (lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

Jag, What, are you hurt Leiutenant ? 

£ x it zJEt 007 1, Defdefflona,<t#d attendants, 

Caf. I, paft all furgery. , 
lag. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Cafi Reputation, reputation,oh I ha loft my reputation r 
I ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, 

And what remaines isbeftiall, my reputation, 

I ago, my reputation. 

I a?. As I am an honed man, I thought you had receiu d fome bo- 
dily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation ? re- 
putation is an idle and mod falfe i.tipofition, oitgot without merit, 
and lod without deferning: You hiue lod no repucation at all, vn- 
ktTe you repute your felfe fuch a Infer ; what man, theme are wayts 
torecouerthe Generailagen; you arebutnowcadinhismoode, a 
punilh ntnf more in policiyy then in malice, tuenfo, asoriewou.d 
beate his offer.cekffe dogge, to affright an imperious. Lycn ; fue to 

him aaaine, and In’s yours. . . , , 

Caf I will rather fue to be defpis’J, then to ^eceiue fogooda 
Commander, with fo lightio diunktn, and inai creet an Officer . 
Drunke ? and fpeake patrat ? and fquabble, lwagger, f^eare ? aud 
difeourfe fufiian with ones owne ftadcow O theu inmh^le fpiritol 
wine, if thou ha d no name to be known by , let vs call thee Dwell. 

lag. What was lie that you followed With your dvord ; 

What had he done to you ? 

Caf. I know not. , ,,, } 
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Jag. Ift pofsible ? .. . . - 

Caf I remember a maffe of things, but nothing didinftly; a 
quarrel!, but nothing wherefore. O that men ffiould put an enemy 
in their mouthes, to deale away their brsines j that wee fliould 
withioy, reuell, pleafure, andapplaufe, transfortne our feluesinto 
beaftes, 

Ug. Why, but you are now well enough : how cameyou thus re- 
couered ? _ 

Caf. it hath pleas’d chtdeuill drunkenneffe, to glue place to the 
. deuill wrath j one vnpeiffdffricfle, fhewes me another, to make me " 
frankdy defpife my felfe. 

Jag. Come, you are ton feuere a morraler ; as the time, the place, 
the condition of this Countrey Rands, loould heartily wifh, this had 
iiotfobefilne ; but fince it is as it it, mend ir, for your owne good. 

Caf. I will sske him, for my place againe, hee (hall tell me I am a 
drunkard : had i as many mouth rs as Hydra, fuch an anfwere would 
flop email ; to be now a dnlible man, by and by a foole^and prefent- 
ly a bead : euery inordinate cu-ppe is vnbkft,and the ingrcdicncc is 
adiuell. 

leg- Come; come, good wine isa good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’J; exclaime no more againft it; and good Leiutenant,! think 
you thinke 1 loue you. 

C a f« I haue well approoffd it fir, — I drunke ? 

lag You, or anyman lining may be drunke at fome time mair j 
lie till you what you {hall doe,— — -our Generals wife is now the 
Generali ; I may i a) f 0 in this refpeft, for that he has denoted and gi- 
uen vp hirrdelfe to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parts and graces. Confeffeyour idfe freely, to her, importune her, 

^ Ce n . f Pf J? 5 l5t ‘ n y° ur P ,3 «F a S aiR£ « Hie is fo free, fo kiode, 
wf 1 */ 0 b:efled aavpojtion- -that (be holds it a vice in her goodnes, - 

?frT\ the ! fi,e i$ r, ^ !etkd * nis broken ioynt between! 
S £ wjJlnf 1 *' ,nt h '’ r t . 0 M intcr » and ,T, y fortunes againft 

SS^^ 1 ^ th,S “ aCk " f ^ 0tl0ncaall 8 twft 'W>: 

Caf. Youaduifemewell. 

Caf. i ? nd honeft kindndTe. 

fetch tiie vertuons ^/y / 5 300 betlrRes ln rhe morning, will Ibea 
icecti thevcrtuQus Defdmom, to vudertake for me ; lam defperate 

of 
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'What wound did euer heale>but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’t not goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou., by that fmall hurt, haft cafhcir’d Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun, 

Y ct fruites that blofomc firft,will firft be ripe ; 

Content thy felfe a while ; by’th made tis morning { 

Pleafure,and action, make the houresfeemefhort : 

Retire thee, goe where tbou art billited. 

Away I fay , thou (halt know more hereafter ; 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft moue for Cafsio to her miftris, 

Iiefether on. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I,that*s the way. 

Dull not deuife by eoldnefle and delay. Exeunt, 

A£Ihi Scoena i. 

Snter Caffio t mth <JWufitians. 

C *J* AA Afters, play here, I will content your paines, 

iVASotnethingthats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 
m ... ■ \f e y and Mter the Clovmc. 

f P eafci-SSK“s r ?’ that they 

'Eoy, How (ir, how? 

Q°‘ A _ re chcfe 1 Pray,cald wind Inftrftments ? 

■Boy, I marry are they fir, 

CU. O, thereby hangs atayle. 
xoy. Whereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

matter? fir * by r lany a win< ^ e Inftrumenc that I know But 

fique thathee 5 SeTyoufor’lo^es S^to^mak^ Ukesyour mu " 
-with it. 1 lake > t0 m akc no more noyfe 

F Bo y* 
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of my fortunes, if they checke me here, 
lag. Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiatenant,I muft to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honeft lago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villaine, 

W hen this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probad to thinking, and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis mod eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue. 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore,wer t to renounce hisbaptifme. 

All (eales and fy mbols of redeemed fin, 

Hisfoule is (o infetter’d to her loue. 

That (he may make,vnmake,doe what (he lift, 

Euen as her appetite lhall play the god 

With his weakcfun&ion.diowam I then a villaine. 

To counfell Cafsio to this pari aliell courfe, 

DiredUy to his good / diuinity of hell, 

When diuelis will their blacked fins put on, 

They d je fuggeft at firft with heauenly (hewes, 

As I doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyej Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And (lie for hirr>,ple.ides ftrongly to the Moore ; 
lie poure this peftilence into his care. 

That (he re peaks h'm for her bodies luft; 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good. 

She (hall vnd *e her credit with the Moorej 
So will I ttnne her vectue into pitch. 

And out of her oyt ne goodnefle,make the net 
That (hall enmelh them all: Enter Roderigo. 

How now Roderigo ? 

Rod. I do follow here in the chafe,not like a hound that hunts,but 
one that fillesvp the cry: my money is almoft fpent,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the iflue will be, I fliall haue fo 
much experience for my paines, andfono mony at all, and witha 
little more wit returne to Venice. 

lag . How poore are they, that haue not Patience ? 

What 
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Boy. W ell fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard, to°t a. 
gaine, but as they fay, to heare raufiquc, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, We hanor.efuch fir. 

Clo , Then put your pipes in your bsg, for lie away 
intoaire.away. 

Caf Doft thou heare my honeft friend? 

Clo. No, l hears not your honeft friend,I heare you* 

Caf. Prethee keepe vp thy quillets, ther*s a poore peece of gold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ftirring, tell her ther’s one Cafsio, cntreates her a little fauourof 
fpeach— wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir,iflhe will ftirrehither,I (hall feenoetono. 
tifie vnto her. q nter 

Caf. Doe good my friend: In happy time/ ExttCU,. 

lag. Y ou ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no.tbe day had broke before we parted : 

I ha made bold lago to fend in to your wife, — my fuitfl to her. 

Is, that (lie will to vertuous Defdtmona, 

Procure me fome acceffe. 

lag. Ilefeodhertoyouprefentiy, 

And 1 le deuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conueife and bufin?(fe, 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf I humbly thanke you fort : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kind aodhoncfL 
Enter Emilia. 

Em. Good morrow good Leiutenant,! am forry 
For your difpkafure, but all will foone be well. 

The Gtnerallandhis wife are talking of it. 

And (he fpeakes for you ftoutly : the Moore replies,. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in (jprue. 

And great affinity , and that in wholefome wifedome. 

He might notbut refufe : but he protefts he loues you. 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

To take the fa fell occafion by the front, 

Jo bring you in againe. 
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Caf. Yet I befeech you. 

If you thinks fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of fome briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you fball haue time. 

To fpeakc your bofome freely. 

Caf I am much bound to y ou. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, lago ,and other Gentlemen. 

Oth. Thefe letters giue lago to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking to the workes, 

Repaire there to me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord, lie do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemcn.flball we fee’t? 

Gent. We watte vpon your Lordffi/p. Exeunt. 

„ _ „ ^ Defdemona, Caffio and Emillia. 
fief. Be thou afiiir d good Cafsio I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

doe - * know ir grkues ■* tasband - 

Def. O that 3 s an honeft fellow: — doe tint dm r*m n 
I wfll haue my Lordand ,„ u aga :„ e> " d0Ubt 4 ‘ 
As friendly as you were. * 

Caf Bounteous Madame, 

What (ban become of ^tkh M lc.r,u, 

l)rfOfi an , y .! , g bmyoM tru eleruant. 
v \! , t ^ ian k c y°u,you doe loue my Lord : 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caf. I but Lady, 

Thar poliicy may either laft fo long, 
n" k I 150 ? fuch nicc and waterlfh diet 

l hit 1 bcin s abfcnt,and my place fupplied, 

Fa 
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My Generali will forget my loue and feruice. 

Def. Doe not doubt that,before EmiHia herCj 
I giue thee warrant ofthy place ? allure thee, 

I f I doe vo w a fricndlhip, lie performe it. 

To the laft Article : my Lord (hall neuer reft, 

'lie watch him tame, and talke him outofpatiencej 
His bed (hall feeme a fchoole,his boord a Ihrift, 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafsio's fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsio, 

For thy foliciter (hall rather die, 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, I ago Gentlemen. 

Em. Madam,hcre comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam,ile take my leaue. 

Def Nayftay,andhearcmefpeake. 

Caf Madam not now,I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine ownepurpofe. 

Def. Well, doe your difcretion. £*»tCalsio. 

lag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth, W hat doft thou fay ? 

Jag. Nothing my Lord, or if, — 1 know not what. 

Qth. Was not that parted from my wife? 

lag. Cafsio my Lord ?— no fure,I cannot thinke it. 

That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth' I doe beletue twas he. 

DeJ. How now my Lord, 

I haue been talking with a loiter here, 

A man that languilhts inyour difplcafure. 

Oth. Who i'll you meane? 

r Def. Why your Leiutenant Cafsio, good my Lord, , 

If I haueanygrace orpowertoraoue you. 

His prefent reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loues you, 

That erres in ignorance, and notin cunning, , 

I haue no iudgement in anhoneft face, 

I prethee call him backe* 

A, l 
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Oth. Wenthe hence now ? 

Def Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me. 

To fuffer with him j good Loue call him ba eke. 

Ot. Notnowfweet ^cfdemfflfQtRc other time* 

Def. Butlhal’tbe Ihortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweet for you. 

Def Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I Hull not dine at home, 

T meet the Captaines at the Cittadell. 

Def Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne. 
On tuefday morne,or night,or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpafle.in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay, the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her beft) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke : when {hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

W hat you could aske me, that I fliould deny ? 

Or Hand fo mam’ring on ? What Michael Cafsio ? 

That canoe a wooing with you, and (o many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly, 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could doe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, , 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Def. Why thisisnotaboone, 

Tis as 1 Ihould intreat you weare yourgloues s 
Or feed on nourilhing dilhes,or keep you warme. 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon : nay,when I haue a fuite, 
Wherein I meane to touch your lone indeed. 

It {hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Oth . I will deny thee nothing, 

F3: 
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Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

; To kaueme buc a little to ray felfe. 

& e f. Shall! deny yon? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my D'fdtmom,V le come to thee ftraight. 
Def £*»*£*«, come,be it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be [ ara obedient. Exeunt Dcf. and Era. 

Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch my foule. 

But i doe loue thee,and when I loue theenot. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Ugo ? 
lug. Did Michael {afsio when you wooed my Lady> 
Kno>r of your loue ? 

Oth. He didfrom firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for afatisfattien of my thought. 

No further harms. 

Oth. W hy of thy thought /ago ? 

lag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 

Oth. O yes and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, defccrn’ft thou ought in that ? 
Ishenorhoneft? 

jag. Honeft ray Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

Jag. My Lordior ought I know. 

Oth W hat doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Loro ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord? vhy doft thou ecchoc me. 

As if there werefome monlltr in thy thought, 

T o hideous to belhowne j Thou doft meane fomethit.gs 
1 heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ft not that, 

When Cafsto left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of ray counfell. 

In ray whole courfe of vrooing rhou cndfUnJeed? 

And d'dft contra#, and purft thy brow together, 

As if hou then hudft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some hurt iole conceit : If thou doeft loue me, 

Snew me thy thought. 

f*g. My Loiu you know I loue you. 
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Oth I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know,thou art full ofloueandhonefty. 

And weighed thy word$,b.efore thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefe Hops of thine fright me the more $ 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyail knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome j but in a man that's iuft. 

They are clofe dictions, working from rhe heart. 

That paflion cannot rule. 

Jag . Fore /Michael Cafjie, 

1 dare be fworne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke fe to. 

lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or thofe thatbe not,would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,nKn fliould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then f thinke Cafsio's an honeft man. 
Oth. Nay, yet ther’s more in this, 
iptethee fpeake to me,as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy worft of thoughts. 
The worft of words. 

lag . Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to cuery a# of duty, .. 

I ara not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts : W hy.fay they are vile and falfe i 
As where's that pallace,whereir>to foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a bread fo pure, 

But forae vncleanly apprebiofions, 

Keepe Jeetcs and law- dayes and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfull? 



Oth Thou doft confpire againft thy friend W 
If thou but thwkeft him wrongd^nd makeft his eare 
A Itranger to thy thoughts. . 

Jag. I doe befecch you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in ray eheffe 
(As I confefle it is my natures plague^ 

To fpy into abides, and oft ray lealodie 
Shapes faults that are not :) that your wifedome yer 
From one that fo ltnperfVdly conceits * 9 

Would take no notice>ncr buddy our felfe a tumble 
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Out of my fcattering,and vnfureobferuancei 
It were not for your quiet.nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood,honedy,or wifedeme, 

To let you know my thoughts* 

Oth . What dolt thou meane ? 

lag. Good name in man and woman ('deere any Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of our foules : 

Who fteales my purfe, ftcales tra(h,tis fomething, nothing,' 
Twas mine,tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands i 
But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. 

lag. You cannor,ifmy heart were in your hand, 

Nor (hall notjWhilft tis in my cuftody . 

Oth. Ha? 

fag. O beware (my Lord) of iealoufie $ 

It is a green ey d monfter, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold liues in blis, 
Whocertaine of his fate,loues not his wronger : 

..But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpeds.yct ftrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. 

lag. Poore and content, is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches finek(Te,is as poore as winter. 

To him that euer feares he (hall be poore : 

Good heauen,the foules of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth. Why, why is this? 

Thinkft thon 1 ’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow Hill the changes of the Moonc 
With frelh fufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When i (hall turne the bufinefle of my foule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blowne furmifes. 

Marching thy inference s tis not to make me iealous, 

To fay my wife isfaire,feeaes well, loues company. 

Is free of fpeech, fings, pbyes, and dances well ; 




Where vertue is,thefe are more vertuous : 

Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The (mailed feare,or doubt ofher reuolt. 

For (he had eies,and chofen me s no lage, 
lie fee before I doubts, when I doubr,proue; 

And on the proofe,there is no more but this ; 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie* 
lag. I am glad of it, for now I (hall haue reafon, 

To (hew the loue and duty that I bcare you, 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet ofproofe, 

Looke to your wife,obferue her well with Cafsit j 
Wearc your eie thus, not iealous»nor fecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature, 

Ouc offelfe-bouncy be abus’d, looke too t ; 

I know our Countrcy difpofition well, 

In Venice they doe let Hcauen fee the prankes 

They dare not (hew their husbands: their bed confcieOee 

Is not to leaue’e vndonc, but keeper vnknowne. 

Oth, Doed thou fay fo ? 

lag. She did deceiue her father marrying you : 

And when (he feetr.’d to (hake and fcare your lookes, 

She lou’d them mod. 

Oth. And (o (he did. 
fag. Why go top then, 

She that fo young, could giue our fuch a Teeming, 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame j 
I humbly doe befeech you ofyour pardon. 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dafht your fpirits. 

Oth. Notaict.nocaiot. 
lag. Trud me, I feare it has. 

I hopeyou willconfider)What isfpoke. 

Comes from my loue :but I doe fee you are tnoou’d, 

I am to pray you,notto ftraine my fpeach. 

To groffer i(Tues,nor to larger reach, 

G Then 
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Then to fufpition. 

Oth. I will not* , ... ■ - «> 

lag. Should yon doe fo my Lord* : 

My fpeech fhoulu fall into fueh vile fucecfte, 3 ; : 

As tay thoughts aime not at : Cafetefs.a iy worthy friend: 
My Lord, l fee you are moon'd, 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinks but ‘D [demon, i s honeft. 

lag Long liue (he fo,and long liue you to thinke fo. 
Oth. And yet how nature erriog from it felfe. 
fag. I, there’s the point : as tobc bold wicn you. 

Not to affedfc many propof.d matches. 

Of h?r owne clime 4 complexion,anl degree. 

Whereto we fee in all thing%naturc tends ; 

Tie we may fmell in (uch a will mod ranke, 

Foule difproportion,thonghts vnnaturall. 

Bur pardon me : I doe not in pofition. 

Did in&iy fpeake of her,tho 1 may feare 
Her wil! re Coy ling to her better Judgement, 

May fall to matchyou with her countrey formes. 

And happily repenr, 

Oth. Farewell, if more 

Thcudoeft perceiue,\et me know more/et on 

Thy wife to obferue : leaue roe lags. . o - 

Jag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This honeft creature doubtldis 
Secs, and knowes more, much more then he vnfolds. 

Jag My Lord, l would }, might intreat your honour. 

To (can this thing r.o further.deaae i t to time. 

And though tis fit that Cafsiohnae. his ; place, 

f For fure he 611s it vp with great ability,) 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off a while. 

You (hall by thar,perceiue him and his meanes ; 

Note if your Lady ftraineher entertainement, 

Withany ftrongor vehement importunity, 

Much will be fcene in that,in che means time. 

Let roe be thought too bufic in ®y f.arcs, 

(As worthy caule I haue,to feare lam ■) 
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And hold her free, l doe befteeb your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouerneroehr. 

lag. I once moretakemy kaue. Exit. 

Oth. This fellowe’a of e*C eding honefty. 
And knowes all quantities, with a.learnedfpicic 
Of human: dealings: If i doe prooae,her haggard, 
Tho that her lefll-s were my deare heart filings, 
I’de svhiftle her ofif,and let her d-wne*the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily,for I an) blacke. 
And haue not thofe foft parts of Conner (acion, 
That Chamb rers haue-, or for I am dec} iud 
Into the vale of yeares,yet that’s not much, 

Shec's gone, I am abus'd, and my re lcife 
Muft be to loath her ? O curfe of marriage. 

That we cancaU thefe delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toade, 
And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they lefts then the bafe, 

Tis delteny,vnfiiunnable,like death s 
Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs. 

When wc doe quicken : Defdemmi comes. 

If (he be falfe,() then heauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not beleeue ir. 



Enter Defdemona and EmiUia. 

Dtf. How now my deare Othello / 

Your dinner, and the generous Hander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

3)cf. Vt hy is your fp:ech fo faint ? are you not well ? 
Oth. j h*ue a paine vpon my forehead, hearc. 
r Def. W hy that's wit b watching, tvill away againe ; 
L -t me but bind it hard, within this houre 
It Wil! be well. 



Oth. Your napkin is too little : 

Let it a!ore,come lie go in with ycu. 
r>ef. I a® very forry that you are not well, 

’ G a 
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Em. I am glad I haue foutd this'fcapkin, n Sxit Oth, * nd Djj; 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 

My way ward husband, hath a hundwdidmcs 
Wooed me to fteale le^biit five folouesthe token. 

For he coniur’dhefjflieihouldeuer Jceepeky ! t t.-wom; 
That Ihe referues it buer more about ItCty l •'»* n MiiiV) 

To ki(Te,and talke to ; liaha the worketane our, ' »! ; ? 

And giu’t logo : whatbe’Idoe with it, 

Heauen knowes,not I, F.nttr Iago. 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

Jag. How now, what doe you here alone ? * • dai ; m 1' 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haaeathingforyom* ‘ v ^ 

lag. d thing for me, it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha ? 

lag Tohaueafeolifliwife. 

Em. 0,is that all? what will you giueme now,. 

For that fame handkerchiefe ? 

lag. What handkerchiefe? - " ’ 

Em. What handkerchiefe ? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue fo Defdemona , 

That which fo often you did bid me fteale.' 

jag . Ha’ft dole it from her ? • : 

£m. No faith, (he let it drop by negligence, 

And to the aduantage,! b'elngherfcjtoobei* vp : •• , ; ! : 

Looke,here it is* 

la?. A good wench giut it me: ; •• ''>*•> :t _ 

Em. What will you doe with it, - 

That youhaue bin fo earned Co haucnwfilch it? - - 

Jag. Why, what’s thattoyou ? 

Em. If’t be not for fome purpofe of import, 

Giuc mee’cagaine,poorc LaJy^fliet’ll run rfiad 
When flie (hall lacke it. ; ' . 

lav. Be nor you aekoowne OBtyl haue vfeior it :—g© leant me, 
I will in frafsio’s lodging lofc this napkin. Exit Em. 

And let him find it : Trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy Wjit, this may doe fomethihg : 

The Moore already changes with my poifon , : ; \ * . - • ^ 
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Dangerous conceits arciri their natures poiibns, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft i 

Butwithalittlea&vpon the blood, Enter Othello 

Burne like the mines of fulphure i I did fay jo : 

Look where he comes,not Poppy ,nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firopps of the world, 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? 

Jag. why how now General!? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,bc gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare.tis better fo be much abus’d, 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What fence had I of her ftolne houresof luft; 

1 faw’t not, thought it not,it harm’d not me, 

I fltpt the next night well.was free.and merry *, 

I found not Cafsto’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’J,not wanting what is ftolne, 

IT L m 1 ^ o n • 



Jag. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the generall Campe, 

Py oners, and all, had tailed her fweet body, 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for cuer 
Farewell thetranquile mind,farewell content $ 
.Farewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trumpe, 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,the eare.peircing Fife, 
The royall Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pompe,and circumftance of glorious warre. 
And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates, 

The immortal Jones great clamors counterfeit ; 
$&rewe\\,Othelioe’s Occupation’s gone. 
lag. Iftpofsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. V illaine,be fare thou proue my Loue & whore* 
Be fare of it.giue me the ocular proofe, 

Or by the worth of my eternall foulc, 

Ga 
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Thou hadft bin better hauc been botne a deg, 

Then anfwere my wak’J wrath. 

Jag. Id come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fcc’r.or at the lead fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loops. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. Ifthoti doe ft (lander her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray more, abandon all remorce • 

On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen wecps.alleaith amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adds.>greatei' then that, 
lag. O grace, O heauen defend me, 



Are you a mamhaue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you,take my office,— O wretched foole, 
That liueft to make thine honeliy a vice ; 

0 monftrous world ,takc note, take note O world. 
To be diredt and honeft,i3 not fafe, 

1 thanks you for this profited from hence, 
lie loue no friend, fince loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth. Nay ftay ,thou ffiouldft be honeft 
lag. I ftiould be wife, for honeftie’s a foolc. 
And ioofes that it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my wife be honeft,and thinke (he is not, 

I thinke that thou art iuft, and rhmke thou art : not} 
He baue fome proofe : her name that was as frefh 
As r Di*ns vifage,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owncface : If there be cords,or kniues, 
Povfon,or fire,or fuffbeating ftreames, 
lie not endure it : would 1 werefatifned. 
lag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with paffton, 
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Oth. Death an J damnation —oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpe&dam em then. 

If euer morcall eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne * what then, hc^w then ? 

What fhaill fay ? where ’sfatisfadfcion ? 

It is impoffible yon ftiould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkicgj 
Asfalt as Wolues in pride, and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay. 

If imputation and ftrong circumftances. 

Which leade dire&ly to the doore of truth, 

W ill giue you fatisfaflion,you may ha’t. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,that flit’s difloyall. 
lag. I doe not like the office, 

But (ith I am entet’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Pricktto’c by foolilh honefty and loue, 

J will goe on : I lay with Cafsie lardy. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not fleepe 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule, 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cafs to: 

In fleepe 1 heard him fay. Sweet Defdcmonai 
Let vs be wary,ler vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand,. 

Cry out,fweet creature, and then kiffe me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips.then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigb,and fighM,and killed and then 
Cried,curf-d fate,that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O rnonftrous,rnonftror.s. 
lag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore, goncorclafion 

Tis a flirewd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 

Andthis may hclpe to thicken other proofes. 

That doe demonflrate thinly. v ’ 

Oth. I !e teare her all to peeces. 

Jag. Nay ,buc be wife, yet we fee nothing done,'. 
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She may be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes feene a handkerchiefe. 

Spotted with ftrawbcrries in your wiues hand ? 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firft gift. 
lag. I know not that, but fueh a handkerchiefe 
I am fure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If’tbethat. 

lag. If it be that, or any.it was hers, 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand Hues, 

One is too poore, too weake for nay reuenge : 

Now I doe fee tis true,looke here L ago, 

All my fond loue.thus doe I blow to heauen,— —tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O Ioue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome withthy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. he kneeles. 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, fago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neuer/*g«; 

Like to the Po»r/c^Sea, 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe , 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe, but keepes due on, 

To the Dropontick^and the Hellespont : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts,with violent pace, 

Shall neVe looke backe.ne’re ebbe to humble loue, 

Till that a capeabie and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yorid marble Heauea, 

In the due reuerence of a (acred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doe not rife yet : Iago kneels. 

Witneflfe the cner-burning lights aboue. 

You Elemcncs that clip vs round about ; 

Wirncfle that here, Iago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit,hand, heart. 

To wrong’d OtbuHoe’s feruice : let him command. 
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And to obey , (hall be in me remorce. 

What bloody worke fo euer. 

Oth. I greet tby loue i 

Not with raine rhanks,but with acceptance bounteous. 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within chefe three daycs,lec me heare thee fay. 

That Cafsio’ s not aliue. 

lag. My friend is dead : 

Tis done as you requeft,but let her Hue. 

Otb. Dam her lewd minks : O dam her, 

Come.goc with me apart, I will withdraw. 

To furnifh me with fome (wife meanes of death. 

For the faire deuill : now art thou my Leiutenant. 
lag. 1 am your owne fot euer. 

Exeiirii'. 

Enter Defdemona,EmillaW the Clovene. 

Def. Doe you know (irra, where the Leiutenant Cafsio lie s ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

D*/T Why man ? 

Clo. He is a Soldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, 'is (tabbing.' 
Def. Go to,where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges,is to tell you where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges.and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Def. Can you enquire him ouc,andbe edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchizc the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seeke him, bid him come hither, tell him I haue moued my 
Lord in his behalfe,and hope all will be well. 

Qo. To doe this, is within the compafle of mans witte,and there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Def W here (hould I loofe that handkerchiefe EmiUia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def. Beleeue me,l had rather loo$ my purfe 
Fu 1 1 of C r u fadoes : and but my noble kipore 
Is true of mind,and made of no fuch bafenefle, 

Asncalous creatures are, it Were enough 

H TV 
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To put him to ill thinking. , 

Em. Is he not ieslous? 

Def who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuchh\ia)orsfrorn him. Enter ; Othello. 

Em. Looke 'where he comes. 

Dcf. I will not leatie him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him show is it with you my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diffemble : 
How doe you Defdemonaf 

Def Well, my good Lord. _ # 

Otb. Glue me your hand, this hand is roout my Lady. 
Def It yet has felt no age,nor knowne no fortow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulnefle and liberall heart* 
Hot,hot,and moyftjtuis hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty t fading and praying, 

Much caftigation.exercife deuout $ 

For hcre’s.a young and fweating dcuill here* 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, ' / 

A franke one. 

Def Y ou may indeed fay fo,. 

For twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 
But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

(Def. I cannot fpeake ofthis ; come now your promife. 
Oth. Wbatpromifechuckc? 

Dcf I haue lent to bid Cafsiocavnt fpeake with you. 
O th. I haue a fait and Cullen rhirhc offends nrie. 

Lend rtie thy handkerchicfc. 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth, That which Igaue you. 

Def I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth. Thats a fault : that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a'Charmcr, and could almoft reade : - 

The thoughts of people $ ftie told her while (lie kept if, 
Twould make her amiaUe>and fubdue my father 

o'i '1. 
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Intirely to her loue : But if Ihe loft it, 

Or made a gift of it } my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and hisfpirits (hould hunt 
After new fancies ; She dying, gau£ it me, 

And bid me.when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed on’t,. ■ 

Make it a dar!ing,likeyour pretious eye, 

T o loofe,or giue’e away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. - 
Def I’ftpofllble? 

Oth. Tistrue.thcr’smagickeinthe web of it, 
ASybell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfe two hundred compaffes, 

I n her prophetique fury, Cowed the worke : 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the Hike, 

And it was died in Mummy .which the Skilful! 

Concerue of Maidens hearts. 

Def Indeed.i'ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well. 

Def Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 
Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 

Def Why doe you Cpeakefo ftartingly and raih ? 
Oth. I’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 
Def Blcfle vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def it is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fctch’tjlec me fee it, 

Def Why fo I can fir,but I will not now. 

This is a tricke.to put me from my fuite, 

I pray let Cafsio be receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe, my mind mifgiues. 
De. Coroe,come,you 1 neuer meet 
Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your louc, 
Sh^rddangcrs with you; 1 

Ha 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

In foothyou are too blame. 

Otb. Away. Exit, 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 

Def. I nerefawthis before e 
Sure ther’s fotne wonder in this handkerchiefe, . 
lam moft vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter Iaga<M<fCaflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hungerly,and when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke yovtfiafsio and my husband. 

Jag. There is no other way, tis (be muft doe it, 

And loe the happmeffe,goe,and importune her, 

Def. How now good Caftio,9rhzts the newes with you ? 

Caf. Madam .my former fuite : I doe befeech you. 

That by your vertuous meancs.I may againe 
Exift ,and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour.I would not be delayed} 

If my offence be of fuch m or tall kind. 

That not my feruice pad, nor preient forrowes, 

Nor purpos’d mertit in futurity, 

Can ranfome me into his loue againe. 

But to know fo.muft be my benefit, 

So fhall I c’oath me in a forc’d content. 

And (hut my felfe vp in fome other courfe. 

To fortunes almes* 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune ; 

My Lord is not my Lord,nor ihould I know him, - 
Were he in fauour.as in humor altred : 

So helpe me.euery fpirit fandified. 

As I hauefpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within the b}anke of his difpleafure* 
for my free (psech s you mud a while be patient,.' 

What I can doe I will,andmore I will 
Then for rnv (cite 1 daieJec that fuffice you* 
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fag. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certainely in ftrange vnquictnefle. 

lav. Can he be angry? I haue feene the Cannon, 

When it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re } 

And ( like the deuill) from his very armc, 

Puft his ownc brothcr,and can he be angry ? . 

Something of moment then : I will goe meet him. 

There's matter in’c indeed, if he be angry. 

Def I prethee doe fo : fomething fure or State, 

Either from Finite , or fome vrihatcht pra&ice, 

Made demonftrablehere in Cipres to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit, and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obied, 

Tis cucn fo ; for let our finger ake, 

At;d it endues our other healthfull members, . 

Euen to that fenfe of paine } nay>we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : beffirew me much Emilia* 

I was (vnhandfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule ; 

But now I find,I had fubbornd the wicneffe. 

And bee’s indited faifly . 

€ m. Pray heauen itbe State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfweredfo. 

They are not cucr iealous for the caufe. 

But iealous for thev are iealous t tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind, 

Em Lady, Amen. 

Def i will goe fecke bim,.CV*/jw walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, Tic mouc your fuite. Exeunt Defd 

^ And feeke tot fifed it to my vttermoft. and Emillia* 
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Enter Bianca. 



Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifnip* 

Bian. Saue you {ucn&Cafsio. 

Caf. What make you from home ? ^ u s ; • > 

Howisit with you my moft faire - 5 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your houfe . 

'Bi*. And I was going to your lodging fafsto i 
What kecpe a wecke away ?fenendaies and nights, '■ ht 'I 

Eightfcore eight houres, and loucrs abfent hoiiresj ■h'u-.o?. 

More tedious then the diall,eighcfeorc times, T 

Oh weary reckoning; ; tttn ..rrr* -I . Oi : ; q : k>Ci 

Caf Pardon me Bianca, 



tnom 



f ay 



I hauc this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But I fhill in a more continuate time. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke our. 

Bid. Oh C u f s * 0 > whence came this ? 1 
This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt ablence ,no w I fcelc a caufe, 

I'il come to this 1 wdl,wdl. 

Caf. Go to woman, 

Throw your vile gheflcs in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you'atciealou* now, no ; r. , .. ■>/>■: 

That this is from fome Miftris.famc remembrance, tin’s i»; - 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why,whofe is it ? ' omibni H hnA 

Caf. I know not fweet,! found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere ic be demanded, - 

As like enough it will,rdc hauc it coppied, . .i, .. 

Take ic and do’t,and leant? me'for this time. 
r Bia.‘ LeaueyoUjWherefore ? 

Caf I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition,nor my wifb. 

To hauc him fee me woman’d. 

2m, Why I pray you ? 

Caf Not that I loue you not. 

Bia. Bur that you dot not loue fr»e : 

I pray you bring me on ttxs way a litcie. 

And fay,if I fitatl fee you foonc at night. 
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Caf. Tis but a little way that Icaubringyou, 
For I attend here, but He fee you/fbone. 

Bia. Tis very good,I muff be circumitanc’d. 

ABm 4 . - Scoem* 1 . 
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Exeunt, 



Enter la go 4 W Othello. 

lag. T T\ riH you thinke fo? 

V V Oth. Thinke fo Iag«, 
lag. What,to kiffe in priuatc ? " f£ : 

Oth. AnvnauthonVdkiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre,or more,not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked a bed /^o,andnotmeane harme? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They that’meane vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertUe tempts.and they tempt heauen. 

Idg. Soe they doc nothing,tis a veniall flip j 
But if I giuemy wifeahandkerchicfe. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,snd being hers, . 

She may,I thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is proteffreffe of her honour too. 

May (he giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue ic not s 
But for the handkerebiefe. 

Oth. 8/ heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it s 
Thou faidff (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the irife&ed houfe.; ! * jj 

Boding to all. ) He hid my handkerebiefe. 

Jag. I, what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

lag. What If I had Paid I had feen him do you Wrong? 

C i heard him fay, (as knaues be fuch abroad, 

\v iioluuing by their owne importunate fuite, i- - -- 

ec 
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Or voluntary dotage of feme miftris, 

Coniurcd,or fupplied them, cannot chafe. 

But they mud blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing? 
lag. He hathmy Lord, but be you well affurit 
i No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd ? 

lag. Why that he did— I know not what he did. 

Oth. What ? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag . With her, on her, what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her ? We fay lie oti hef, when they bely 
her $ lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, confefsion, hand- 
kerchiefs : to con fe If- 1 , and be hang’d for his lab'ouf,firft to be hang’J, 
and then to confcife ; I tremble at it : Nature would not inueft her- 
fclfe in fuch firidowing palsion, without fome inftruftion : It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pilh).nofcs,eare5,andlippes s Is’t possi- 
ble ? confefle ? haudkerchiefe? O deuilU Falfts in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooics arc 
caught.and many worthy and chad Dames, euen thus (all guiltleffe,) 
meet reproach s What homy Lord, my Lordlfay, Othello , how 
now Cafsio ? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. What** the nutter? 

lag. My Lord is talne into an'Lpil pfy. 

This is his fecond fic,he'hadohe yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbc are, 

The Lethargie mud hauehis quiet courfe, 

I f nor, he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage raadnifle : looke,he ftirress 
Doe you withdraw ycurfdfea. little whije. 

He will recouer ftraight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafionfpcake withyou. 

How is ic Generali, haue you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Doll thoumecke me/ Exit CzC. 

lag. I mocke you? no by heauen. 

Won d you would beare your fortunes like a man! 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a 6eaft'. 

1 * 1 ' 
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lag. There's many abeaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciuill monder. 

Oth , Did he contefle ? 

Jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that’s but yoak a. 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That niehtly lye in thofevnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare peculiar s your cafe is better i 
O tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And ro fuppofe her chade : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what Inc (had be. 
Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine. 



lag. Stand y ou a while apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lifts 

Whilft you were here ore whelmed with your griere, 
(\ paffion moft vnfitting fuch a man,) 

Cafsio came hither,! (hiftedhim away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafyt 
Bad him anon retire, and here fpeakc with me. 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcorfles* 
That dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft,how long agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,tnary patience, 

Or I (hall fay , you are all in all, in fpleenc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doll thou heare Iago^ 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not arailfe: 

But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of “Biotic* } 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cafsio ; as tis the ftrumpets plague 
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He when by ° n6: ' 

rle,wmen he heares of her, cannot refraine 

° f l2u 8 hter S here he comes * 

•As he mall (mile OtheBo (hall goe mad. 

And his vnbookilh iealoufie mud confter 
Poore Cafsto’s f mles,geftures,and light behauiour, 

^ re ' n T Che Wron 8 ; How doe vou now Leiutcnant ? 

.Tf The WOlfer thac you giue roe the addition. 

Whole wane euen kills me. 

. . Ia i: r v }y Defdemona well,and you are fureoiv’t. 

Now,ifthis fuitc lay in 'Bianca’s power. 

How quickly (hould you fpeed. 

Caf. Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 

I*g. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

✓w! vl as P oorc rogucj thinkc indeed (lie loues me. 

(Jtb. Now hedenies it faintly .and laughes it out. 

/a g. Doe you heare Cafsio ! 

Oth J\ o jv he importunes him to tell it on ; 

Goe to, well faide. 

Mg She giues it out that you (hall marry her. 

Doe you lotted it ? 

Ca f- Ha.ha.ha. 

Oth Do? you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 

Oaf. i marry her ? what ? a Cuftomcr ; 

I prethee beare fome charity to my wir. 

Doe not thsnke it fo vnwholefome : ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fd,they laugh that wins. 

lag. why, the cry goes, that you fliall marry her, 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 
lag. i am a very viliaine elfe. 

Oth. Ha you fcoar’d me ? well. 

0 if- This is the monkies own giuing out;. (he is per fvradcdl will 
marry her out of her own loue and flattery .not out of my promife. 
Oth. laga beckons me,tiow he bigins the ftory. 

Off. She was beere euen now, (he hauncs me in euery place, IW 
tothcr day talking on the fca banke with certaine Venetians, and thi- 

cht;r comes tlus bauble a fals me thus about my necke. 

Oth. 
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Before me,lodk6 where Slfie'cdmes, ' ‘ ~ 

Bian. Let the deuiil and his dam haunt you s what did youmeane 

hv rhar fame. t/san oshp < "/h}- * ^ 



«» 7 vu, r > u ,.Hu ,*«, .v our, cuauioer, and hot know who leftic 
there: this ufonc -tmnxes token, andlmuftrakeoufthcworke- 

worte^nV* thC h ° bby h ° rfe 5 ® ue no 

Caf How now my fweet Bia*c<* % \\ov/ nowjidw now ? 

Oth. By heaoenjhac fhpuld bemyhandkercfiicfe. ! ' 

! C °^ e wWtff S ^njghc,youmay,aB you will not, 

some when you are next prcpai'd for. ‘ * p v i, 1 

Mg* After her, after her. . . . r. ri - 
Caf. I m'uft flitt’l'tailei’thefireeteHe. 
lag, You-fop there. . 

wititym. "* y clurlfe E0 r «y ou,foi I would very 6ine Ipeake 

l a f Prethe come, will you? 

Mg Goe to fay no more. F*ur*rr~ 

Oth, Ho w fliall I murder him Jag, ? CalTl0# 

ofh. o 1 i^l PCrcd “ CjhoW he lau S hc d*t W« vice ? . 

l K •*«“ *«*» to* mm* 

hi- • ay ,yrd *•“ 
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ray, 






5(5 T be Tragedy of O th ello 

my hand rO the world has not a Tweeter creature, (he might lie by an 
Empcrours fide, and commandhim taskes. 

JV. Nay,that’s not your way. ... . 

Oth. Hang her, I doe not fay what foe is : So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufitian ; O foe will fing the fauageneffe out 
of a Beare ; of fo hy e and plenteous wit and inuention. 
fap. Shee’s.the worfe for all this. 



^ ftU 4 i J t W d.UIW Vi4V Jkvr* mm mm 

Or®. Atfioufand thoufand times; and then of fo gentle aeon, 
dition. 

/4jr. I,too gentle. ... 

Oth. Nay thats Certaine,but yet the pitty of it Iago, oh the WH 
lap. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend 
for if it touches not you,it comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes,— cuckold me 1. 

Jap. 0 ,ti$foulcKiher. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

ofh. Get me fame* poifon f*po,thi$ night lie netexpoftulatewM 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouidc my mmdeagen, thismgte 

Ug Ug. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed.euen thebd 

foe hath contaminated. ’ . , , , 

Oth. Good, good, the iuftice of it pleafes, very good. ^ 
la And for Cafsio , let me be his vndertaker; you ftall hearen» 
by midnight A Trumpets 

£««r Lodouico, Dcfdcmona, and Attendant s» 

Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame ? 

Jap. Some thing from Venice fure 5 tis Lodouice 
Come from the Duke,andfec,your wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

L od . The Duke and Senators of V'tniee greet you. 

Oth. I kiffc the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodoutse ?■ 
lap. I am very glad to fceyou Seignior * ■— ^ 

Welcome to Cyprus,. 



the Moore of Venice. 

UL I ttarfe you,how does Leiotenam CafiM 

%SS^met falne between hint and my lord 
An vnkind breach, but you foali make alt well. 

Oth . Are you fure of that? 

Def. My Lord. ... 

Oth. Thisfaileyou not to doe, as you will.— 

Lod. He did not call, hec’s bufic in the paper s 
Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cap to ? 

Def A moft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toattonethem,for theloue 1 beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone- 
Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What.is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou'd him ; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truft me, I am gladomt. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def How fwect Othelto ? 

Oth. Deuill. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’dthis. 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleeu’d in Venice. 
Tho I foould fweare 1 faw’t : tis very much, 

Make her amends, foe weepes. 

Oth . O Deuill, Deftill,, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens teares*. 
Each drop foe falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not ftay to offend you* 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordfoip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Def. My Lord. 

Qth. What would you with her fir ?■] 

\ ’ I* 







d 8 the core of V en ice, 

Who ! my Lord? 
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II Oth . I, you ^id wi(h rhat I would make her turne s 
, || Sir (he can turne , and curne.andyetgoeon, 

I And curne againe, and (he can. wet pe fir, vvcepe s /*'. 

And (he’s obedienc.as you fay ,'obtditnc, - 

| Very obedient 5 proceed you in your eeares, . '■ - ^ 

Concerning this fir ; O well painted pafsion ? *' : 

I am commanded home : — get you away, 
lie fend for you anon : —Sir,I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice : — hence, auant, ; ' 

Cafito fhall haue my place ; and fir to night ,4 ; 4 v ,! '' i ' ' ,l ! •* • v 
I doe intreat that we may fup together, ‘ fl 

Y ou are welcome fir to Cyprw , — goates aod monkies, V Exit* 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore,whom our full Senate 
, ,, Call all in all fufficient / This the noble nature, 

■ Whom paflfton could not (hake ? Whofefolid vertue. 

The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? , . v 

fug. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his witsfafe. ? is he not light of braine ? 
lag. He's that he is, I may not breath my cenfure, 

W hat he mightbe,if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod , What.flrike his wife, ' y 

lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew '/ ^ .. ‘ ; 
That ftroake would proue the worft. 

Lod. Is it hi 1 ' vie? 

Or did the letters workevpon his blood. 

And new create this fault? \ 

Jug A las, alas ; , , . ■' a ; 0 •* V. 

It is not horsefly rh me folpeike ' V; ; ’ ; 0 
What I huicfeencandknownc i you fhill dbferue . : ; 1 0 . -i ro; ;. 
And his owns courfes will denote him fo, , - - 

That i may (aus my fpeech j doe bufgoe after hitri, • ' 

And marke how he continues, , , _ ’ ’ ; »* 

l od . I am lorry that I am decern'd in him; Exeunt . ; , 

Enter Othcllp»»d Emillia, ;• • • . _/ 

Oth , Y ou luue feene nothing then* 

u.i ‘Vi 
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The^Trapecly oj Othello 

Em. Nor euer heard, nor euer did fiifpeft. 

Oth. Y cs,and you haue feene Cafsio and (he together. 
Em. But then I faw no harme, and then I heard 
Each nibble that breach made vpbetweene’em. 

Oth What, did thy neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’the way ? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth To fetch her fan,her mask, her glouc$,nor nothing 
Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. I durft my Lord, to wager (he is honeft. 

Lay downe my foule at flake : if you thinke ocher, 
Remoueyour thought, it dothabufe your bolofne 
If any wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe. 

For if the be not honeft, chafte,and true. 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues, 

Is foule as Hander. Exit Emiilia 

Oht Bid her come hither, goe. 

She fayes enough, yet Ihe’s a Ample bawde. 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore 
A elofee, loeke aud key,of villainous fecrets * 

Andyet ihec 1 kneclc and pray’ , I ha feene her do’c 

nrxtti a , £ *' frD ^emona^ Emillia, 
JjtfMy Lord, what is your will ? 

.Oth. Pray chuck? come hither. 

Lef. What is your pleafure? 

°! h f ^ me L fce >'? ur e y«~looke in my face, 

TAej. Whar horrible fan cy ,s this ? 

Oth Some of your fundiion Miftrifle 
Leatse prccreants alone, anb (hut the dore 
toffe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your m. firry, your miilery ; nay difpacch. 
t fa P °, n V knees, What does your fpeech imrnrrt 

I vnderftandafu yin your words 'P^n import? 

£ur not the words. 3 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 
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The 'Tragedy o/' Othello 



T>ef. Your wife my Lord,your true and loyall wife* 
Oth. Come,fweare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being like one of heauen,the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double dambd j 
Sweare thou art hone ft* 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord, with whom ? how am I falfe ? 

Oth. O Defdemona, away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe tcares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpe<ft, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him, 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me withaffli&ion.had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and (hames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fome part of ray foule 
A dropof patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure,for the time of fcorne, 

To point hisflow vnmouing finger at — oh,oh. 

Yet could I bearethat too,wcll,very well. 

But there, where 1 haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcarded thence, 

Or keepe it as ace fterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in: turne thy complexion there. 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

1 here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O I/asfummer8 flies are in the (hambles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

Q thou black weed, why art fo lonely faire ? 

Thou fmell’ft fofweet, that the fence akes at thee. 



T he Tragedy of {Jt \ i cuo / * 

Would thou hadft ne’re bin home. 

Def. Alas,what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moft goodly booke. 

Made to write whore vpon ?■ — What committed ? 

Committed s Oh thou publike Commoner; 

. I fliould make very forges of my cheekes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? . 

Heauen flops the nofe at it,and the Moone win kes; 

The bawdy wind that kiffeS all it meets. 

Is huflit within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’c : — -whit committed, — impudent ftrumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth, Are not you a ftrumpet ? 

^ Def. No, as lama Chriftian : 

If to preferue this weffell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be not to be a ftrumpet,! am none. 

Oth. Whac,not a whore ? 
t = Def, No, as I Ihall be faued. 

^ Oth. Iftpofliblc? 

| 'D'f O heauen forgiue vs. 
m^Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for thar cunning whore of Venice, £ nter p m ;«f.,. 

That married with Othello ■: You miftrifle U 

That haue the office oppofire to S. Peter, * 

Andkeepcs the gates in hell ; yoa,you,I,you ; 

We ha done ourcourfe ; there’s money for your paines 
1 pray you Write the key, and ketpe our couJIfell. 
m. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiuc « 

°^/S“tfe^eer fcy °“ myg00dI ' ! ‘ ,5y ‘ 

** w'ich ^^ m,what a tlx[I,atr or with my lordf 

l)7r ^ hy - W i th r my ^^Madam. 

■Off Who is thy Lord ? 

Em. He that is yours, fwcet Lady. 

f ' Iha non€ <doenottalke tome£»^w 5 

K 



m *!i The Tragedy of Othello 

I cannot weep?, nor anfwere Haas I none. 

But what fhou.d g-ie by water : p< ethee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedd.ng {heet*,rcineaiber, 

A id call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit. 

Def. Tis meet 1 (hould be vfde fo.very meet. 

How hiue I bin behau d, that he m.ghc iheke 
The fmali’ft opinion on mv leaft mifufe. Enter lag© 
lag. What is your pleafure Madam? *nd Emillia. 

Ho w i’ft with you? 

‘Def. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babe* a 
Doe it vyith gentle meanes,and c afie taskes ; 

He might ha chid me fo,fot in good faich, 

I am a chtlde to chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

£m. Alas l ago, my Lord hath fobewhord her* 

Throwne fuch dcfp!te,and heauy termes vpon her, 

As rruc hearts can not beare. 

‘Dif Am I that name f go? 
lag What name fa ire Lad, ? 

Def. Such as Ok (a> es my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his drinke, 

Could not haue iayed fuch tearmes vpon his Callct. 

Jag Why did h fo? 

Dcf. I do r.ot know,! am fure I am none fuch, 
lag, Doc not w. c pe,ooe not wetpe : alas the day. n 
Em. Has ihe forlbokefo many noble marches, 

Her Father, and her Coun 2 rey,and her Friends* 

To b c aid whore? would tt not m ike one weeps? 

‘Def lc is my wretched for tune. ,, , 

hg. Be(h ew him for it how comes thistricke vpon himr 
D [ Nay ,heaucn doth know. 

Em. 1 will-be h ngd,if iomeetr rnall villain©; 

So ne bufie and intimating rogue, ' 

Some q. ^ ' g,c uf ningfl ue/o get tome office. 

J-Jauc not ocut de this flander,lit be nAng’dc'fe. 

Jag Fie there is no fuch man it is impofsibie. 

‘Def) Ifany fttsli5Fe'reatch^a,!»py£MQ0Bus5»- ^ 




the eS Moore o/Ve nice. 

Em. A halter pardenhiffljand hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore? who keepesher company- 

Whar place what time, what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d bv iome moft villanousknauef 
Some bafe notorious knaue,fbroe feuruy fellow ; 

0 hcanen.that fuch companions thoudft vnfold. 

And put in enery honeft hand a whip, 

To lafh the rafcall,naVed through the world, 
luen from the call to’th weft. 

Jag. Spcake within dores. 

Sm. O fie vpon him ; fame fnch fqtiire he was, 

That tornd your wit, thefearoy fide without. 

And made-yon ro fufpeef me with the Moore. 
lag. You are a foole,goe to. 

Def. O good /age. 

What fliall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how i loft him. 

Here I kmcle: 

If ere my will did trefpaffe ’gainft his lone. 

Either in difcourfe.or t bought, or a&uall deed. 

Or that mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence, 

Dc lighted them, in any other forme j 
Or that I doembt yet,and euer did, 

Ar.d euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerfy riuorcement,) lone him deerely : 

Con fort forfwt are me; vnkindnefie may doe much. 

And his vnkind.iefle may defeat my life, 

Bur neuer taint my loue,l can not fay whore, 

Jt doth abhorre me,now I (peake the word, 

To - 4 oe ihs aft,that might th’addition earne. 

Not the world-; mafle of vanity could make 



■ — ■ ......v u. va.iiiy cuuiomaKeme. 

' Vi*? y° u bt ' content, tis but his humour. 
The bufineffe of the State does him offence. 

And he does chide w i r h y ou , 

Ef e f if t’were no other. 
i *£• Tis but fo,I warrant you : 

Harke how thefe Inftruinentsfummon you to topper-; 

K % 




74 the oore of Venice. 

The m-ate, great M-ffeng:r» of W« ftay j 
Goe in,and waeps not,ail thing* flnll be welt. Exit wmtn 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. ' 

Rad. I doe not find? that thou dealft iuftly with ms. 
lag. What in the contrary ? 

Rod . Euer/ day thou doffeft ne, with fomedeuife l ago ; and: rather, 
as it (semes to cm now,kee*pft {horn tneall conuanieney, then fup. 
plieftme withtheleaftaduantageof hops : I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor a n { yetperfwaded to pat vp in peace, what already I 
haue foolilhly fuffered. 

Jag. Will you heare me R od erigo ? 

Rod. Sir, I haue heard too much. 

For your words and perform ance, 

Are no kin together. 

lag. You charge me mod vniuftly . 

- Rod. With nought but trueths I haue waited my feife out of 
meanes ; the lewels you haue hid from me, to deliuer to Defdemm, 
would halfehiue corrupted a Votarift : you haue told me (he has re- 
ceiu’dem,and return’d me expectation .and comforts.offuddaine re- 
fpeCt and acquaintance, but I find none. 
lag. Well,goe to, very well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to, I can not go to (man.) nor t’is not very 
well } .I fay t’is very fcuruy,and begin to fin 1 my feife fopt in it. 
lag . Very well. 

Rod. I fay it is not very well : I will make tny feife known to“Zty 
demona ; if (he will returne.me my Iewels, I will giueouer my fuite, 
and repent ray vnlawfull follicication, if not, allure your feife, lie 
feeke fatisfa&ion ofyou. 

Jag, Y ou haue faide now. 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what I proceft entendment ol 

doing. • ,• 

lag Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from tftis 
inftant. doc build on thee a better opinion then euer before! 
giue me thy hande Roderigo i Thou haft taken againft mee.a mol' 
iuft conception, but yet I proteft, I haue dealt moft dire&Iy us 
thy affaire. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. . 

lag. grant indeed it hath not appeal’d, and your fufpition is J*® 



the Moore of Venice. 7 5 

without witte and Judgement : But Roderigo , if thou haft that within 
thee indeed, whifh I haue greater reafon to beleeuc now, then euer , I 
meane,purpofe, courage, and valour 5 this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next night following enioyeft not Defdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery, and deuife engines for my lire. 

Rod. Well,is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

lag. Sir,there is efpeciall commiflion come from Venice, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then OtbeBo and Defdemona 
Returne againe to Venice . 

lag. O no,he goes into Manritania,txnd takes away with him 
The faire De/demo»a,vnk(fc his abode be linger k d 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate. 

As the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him? V, 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's place. 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would hatie me to doe. 
lag . I,and if you dare doe your feife a profit and right 5 he fups to 
night with a harlotry, and thither will I goe to him | —he kno ws not 
yet of his honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
whicn I will fafnion to fallout between twelue and one, you may take 
n!"!. 2 / n°u Ur P leafurc : 1 wiI1 be nccre to fecond your atcerapt.and he 

I". 1 )!” b . etW m e n! e VS ; C r m ?’ no: amaz d at it, buc goe along 
itn me, I wi 1 Ihsw youfuch a necefsicy in his death, tihac you fhall 

‘ bouoli 10 k °" l'» no» high Tapper tSf, 

and the night growes to waft : about it. ^ *" 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

lag. And you fhall be fat isfied. Exeunt. 

Enter O chello, Defdemona, Lodouico,Emillia 3 
and Attendants . 

Oth. Will you walks fir ; — O Dtfdtmom. 

K-l 




7 6 The Tragedy o/~Othello 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth . Get you to bed o’che inftant, I will be return’d, forthwith 
difpatch y our Attendant there, — lookc it be done* Exeunt, 

Def. IwillmyLoid. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he looses gender then he did. 

Def He faies he will returne incontinent : 

He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade me todifmifle you. 

Em. Difitiiffeme? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good EmitU 
Giue me my nightly weanng.and adieu, 

V Ve rr uft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuer feenehim. 

Def So would not I, my louc doth io approuehim, 

That euen his ftubborncne{Te,his checks and trownes, 
(Pretheevnpin me) hatje grace and fauoor in them. 

Sm. I haue laicd thok (he <■ ts you bad me on the bed. 

De. All’s one,r ordfather; how foo lfharcour minds; 

If I doe die before thee.prethee (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame fliec ts. 

Em Come,cooe,vouralke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary , 

She was in loue,and he (h lou’d prou d mad, 

A' ddid forfakc her,fh had a long of willow. 

An old thing t’was.but ic exp'tft her fortune, 

And flic died (ingmg it, that Long to night 
VVill not goe from my mind: 

I haue much ”o doe ; „ 

But to eoe hang my head all atone fide, and fing it like poore Bar- 
bary ; p eche< dtfpitch. 

'Em Shall I go. fetch vour night-gowne? 

T>f N p • 

Tins Lodoatco * proper a. an. 

£ W y Avery ii ndf /ik man. 

^Em. rknow a Lid : n Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 

Palestine, ioc i. tuuehof ii: ouiuer » p. 

Dei- 
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Defdemona J 7»gs. 

The poere foule fate fishing by aficamour tree , 
fine aU a green VeiltoW, 

Her ha»d on her befome. her head on her knee f 
fine ve Hove wiHoVe ,'toillo'fc ; 

Thefiefh freames ran by her , and murmur'd her mounts, , 
ftngVe :lloVe. ve til »W,w How, 
tier fait rea-es fill from her, which foftned t he j tones , 
finq^ Willow ape- ( Lay by thefe.) 

WtlloW,W>llow. 

(Prethee hie thee, h-’le cone anonj 

Sing all ag-een willove muli be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, hu (cornel approue : 

(Nay, that’s not next : liarke,who’a that knocks?). 

Em T’isthe windc. 

Def i call'd my lone falfe , but what fiydht : hen ? 

(tng WiloW vetllove willow. 

If I court mo women, joule couch with mo men. 

So,get thee gon.goo J mgit unne eyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tisncmer here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo s O thefe men,rhcfe men i 
Dod ,hou in c nfcience thmke (tell me Emillia,) 

Thar there be women doeabiifc thcit husbands 
Infachgrofle kin ks ? 

Sm. There b fome fuch no qaeflion. 

Def Wouldft thou dot (ucha thing, toe all the world? 

Sm. Why would not you? 

T> f No by this heau-n- light. 

S m. Nor l neither, by this neauenly li ^hc, 

I mi . hr as well doe u in the d i^ke. 

Def ' Vould tchoud H-f.^c • a ’eed, for aU the world ? 
hm.. t he world is a huge thwg.it is a greaepnee. 

For anuall wire. 

Def in. cro h ? think? thotj wouldft r>or. 

Etch, in .tjot.il j tiujke.1 Ihould, and vndo’t when I had done it, 

noaiy 
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marv 1 would not doe fuch a thing for aioynt-ring, or for meafures 
of Lawne.nor for Gowncs, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi« 
bicion ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I (hould venture purgat®. 
ty for it. 

^ Def, Btlhrew me, if I would doe Inch wrong 
For the whole world. 

Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tisa wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def. I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em . Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would ftore the 
World they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults. 

If wines doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in pecuifh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs ; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we hane galles, and though we haue fonae grace, 

Y ct haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee,and frrteH, 

And haue their pallats both for fweec and fowre. 

As husbands haue : what is it thatthey doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it fport ? 

J thinke it is ; and doth affeftion breed it ? 

I thinke it doch ; is’t frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too 5 and haue not vve affc&ionS ? 

Deiires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe, their ills inftru# vs fo. 

Def Good night, good nigbt,beauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend. Exeunt. 

ASius 5 . Scam 1 . 



Enter jfago and Roderigo. 

H Ere (land behind this bulke,ftrait will he come, 
vVeare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home. 



Quicke 



uiiwri* 
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Quicke,quickc,feare nothing, lie beat thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,ov it marres vs,thinke of that, 

And fixe more firme thy refoiution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, 1 may mifearry in’e.’ 
fag Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy ftand* 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed j 
And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

T is but 2 man gon .• forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd rhis young Quat almoft to the fenfe. 
And he growes angry .now, whether he kill Caftio, 

Or Caftio him, or each doe kill the other, 

Eucry way makes my game ; Hue Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitucion large, 

For Gold and lewells that I bobd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It mull not be, if Cafsio doe remaine 
He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 

May vnfould me to him j there (land I in much perrili : 

No,hemuft die, be tfo,l heare him comming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

Rod Iknoar bis gate,t«s he* rillaine thou dieft; 

Caf. Tha> thruft had bin my enemy indeed 

But that my coate is better then thou know’ft • 

I will make proofc of thine. 

Rod. Ojlam/Iaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer.light ho,murder ’ 

*r. . Dnter Othello. 

Oth. Harke,tis euen fo. 

%f: Ohelpeho,light,a Surgeon. 

T braue 7 ^*honeft and iuft 

Sac K“W friends ig, 

A.d ' y °" d “ re 

Forth of nwtemriL* i “""T* ,comc i 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratia no. 

Gaf What ho, no watch, nopaffage,murder, murder. 

Cut. Tisfome mifchance,the cry is very direful!. 

Caf O help?. Lod. Harkc. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is aheatiy night; 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’c vnfate 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come, then (hall i bleed todeath. 

Enter \zgovnth alight. 

Lod. Harke. : 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his ftlirt,with lights and weapons. 
lag. Who’s there ? whofe node is this that cries on murder ?• 
Lod. I doe not know. 

Jag- Did not you heare a cr) ? 

Caf. Here, here, forheauu, slake helpe me. 

Jag. W 7 hats the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello s Antitnt.as I take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jag. What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ?' 

Caf. Lgo.O I am fpoil’d, vndone by villa ines, 
Giuemefomehdpe. ,. . 

jag. O me, Lc iutpnanr ,* hat villaincs Iiaue don this?- 
Caf. 1 thinketlie ; oneofthem ishere about, 

And cannot make away.. 

Jag. O treacherous villaincs : 

What are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O, helpe me here. 
faf Thar’s one of em. 

Jag. O muderous flaue.O villaine. T hrufts htm«. 

Rod. O dambd lago,0 inhumaine dog,— o,oje. 

Jag. Kill men i’the darke ? where be tiiofe bloody theeues r 
How lilent is this Towne ?' Ho, murder, murder : 

Wfcat may you be ? arc you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you lhallprboue vsjpraifevs. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico. 

Lod. He fir. . 

Jag. 1 cry you mercy : here’s Cafsio hurt by villaincs. 
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Graf Cafsio. 

Jag. How is it brother ? 

Caf My leg is cut in two. 
m fag. Mary heauen forbid: f 

Light Gcntlemen,lle bind it with my flnrt. 

Enter Bianca* 

r Bia. W hat is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? 

lag. Who i’ft that cried? 

Tia. O my deare Cafsio ,0 my CweetCaJsto, Cajsio, Cajsie. 

lag . O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio t may you fufped 
Who they Ihould be that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus,l haue bin to feeke y ou. 

Jag. tend ine a garter, fo ; — oh for a chaire to beare him cafilf, 
hence. 

Ria. Alas he faints ; O fifsio.fifsio, Cafsio. 

Jag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpeft thisTrafh 
To beare a part in this miurie ; patience a while good Cafsio % 

Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face,or no ? 

Alas my friend,and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yesfurc j yes,tis Rederigo . 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

Ja. Seignior Gratianofcxy you gentle pardons 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners: 

That fo negk-fited you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Jag. How doe you Cafsio ? Q, a chaire, achairc. 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

Jag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid,a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Gencralls Surgeon :for youmiftrifie, 

Saue you your labour.he thatlies flaine here, {Caf sky 
Was nay deare friend j what malice Was betwixt you ? 

Caf Noneintheworld,nordoeTknowtheman. 

Af* What,looke you pale ? O beare hin out o’$eaire» 

L a 
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Stay you good Gentlewoman, !o oke you pale miftrifle ? 
Doeyou perceiue the ieaftures of her eye ? 

Nay,an you ftirre.we fliall hsue more anon : 

Behold her well 1 pray you,lookc vpon her, 

Poe you fee Gentlemen ? nay guiltinefle 
Will fpeake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Erai. 
Em. ’Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fellowes that ate fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft flaine,and Rodengo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio . 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee EmUUa f 
Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt tonight : 

What, doe y ou {hake at that ? 

2m. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not, 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me* 

Em. Fie vpon thee {trumpet. 

2m. I am no (town pet, but of life ashoneft, 

As you>thatthus abufe me* 

Em. As J $ now fie vpon thee. 
lag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsio dreft j 
Come miftrefle,you muft tell s another tale. 

Emillia } xunr\e you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

W ill you goe on ? I pray : This is the night. 

That either makes me-, or foredoes me quite. 

■ - 1 Exeunt. 

Enter Othello with a light % and Defdemona*« her bed. 
Otb. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule. 

Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftarreS : 

It is the caufe,y et 1 ie not (bed her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then fnow, 

And fmooth a« monumental I alablafter V 
Yet {he muft dye,elfe fhee’d betray more men, 

Put out the light, atld then put out the light ; ' v 

If I quench thcc.thou flaming ffiimfter, 

I can againe thy former light ceftore, 

Should I repent me j but once put out thine. 
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Thou cimningft patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluck t tbe rofe, 

I cannotgiue itvitall growth againe, 

It muft needs wither ; I le fmell it on the tree ; hjffts htr 

A balmy breath ( that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breakeher fword : one more $ 

Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after: one more,and this the laft : 

So fweec was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, ’ 

But they are cruell tearcs .* this forrow’s heaucnly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : fhe wakes. 

‘Def. Who’s there? Othello? 

Oth. I, Defdcmona. }■ 

Def Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night, Defdcmona? 

T>ef. I my Lord. 

Oth. I f y ou bethinke your felfe of any crime, 

V nreconcil’d as y et to heauen and grace, 

Solicitefor it ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what doeyou meane by that? 

Oth. Well,doe it, and be briefc,I will walk© by 
I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No, heauen fore-fend,I would nockijl thy foule 
E>ef. Talkeyouof killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Bef Then heauen haue mercy on me.' . 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

Bcf. if you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me; 

Oth. Hum. 

Bcf. And yet Ifeareyou,fory’are fatall then, 

y lien your eyes roule fo: why I fhould feared know not 

ot f Th- f 1 k "r not > but J SSf„rc° s 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 
ef. They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth And for that thou died. 

hlfstf'T' dcache ’ s vtM1atl irall,that kills for lowing • 

Alas, why knaw you fo your neather lip * 8# 

L? b Some 
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Some bloody pafOon (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be ftilU 
Def. I will fojWhat’sthe matter ? 

Otb . That handkerchiefs which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

‘Def. No, by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Otb . Sweet foule take heed, take heed of periury. 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I.butnotyettadie. 

Otb. Yes, presently : 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue ,nor choake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Otb. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : ■ ' ■ 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — ncuer lou d Cafuo t 
But with fuch geoerall warranty of-heauen. 

As I might louej I neuer gaue him token. , 

Otb. By heauen I faw my handkerchiefe in nis nana. 

0 periur’d woman,thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifiee j 

1 faw the handkerchiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither, 

Let him confeffe a truth. 

Otb. Hehasconfeft. . i; ■■■■.- 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Otb . That he hath — vfaethee. 

* Def. HoWjVnlawfully ? . 

Otb. I. 

‘Def. He will notf fay. fo.. rv 

Otb. No, his mouth is ftop-d. 
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Oth. had all his baircs bin hues, 

Mv great reuerge had ft°m ackc for ^ a * 

>rr a\qc he is betraid 3 and I vndotie 5l 

. St 

Def O bannilh one my Lord,butkillme n 
Oth ■ Downe (trumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me hue to M & nt. 

Oth. Nay,anyouftriue. 

j Def. But halfean houre- 
Otb. Being don, there is no paufe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. he ft tf ether. 

Otb. Tistolate. Emilha crtetVithtn. 

£m. My Lord,my Lord, what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

O th. W hat voy ce is this? not dead? not yc.t quite dead? 
Ithac am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy pame j lo,lo, 

Em. What ho,my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? . 

Em. O good my Lord,rde fpeake a word with you. 
Oth- YcVtis Emilha, by and by s (hee*s dead: 



The noy fe was heere ; hamomoremouing, 

Sull as the graue : (hall (he come in ? wei’c good? 

I thinke (he dirres againe 5 no,what's the beft ? 

If (he come in,lhe’ie fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my .wife, what wife ? I ha no wife : 

O infupportable ; O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it (liould be now. a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawnear alteration. 

Em. I do befecch y ou Tmay fpeake withyou,— -O good my Lord 
Oth. I had forgotten thee s come in Emilia : 

Sofc,by and by s let me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with, thee no w ? 

Em. O my good Lot d, yonder’s foule inurdets done. 

Oth. What ? now ? 
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£m. But now my Lord. 

It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neerc the earth then Khc was wont. ' 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio niy Lord has kil’d a young Venetian. 
Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth, R oderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth . Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder's out of tune. 
And fweet reuenge growes harfti. 

Oef O falfly,fal(ly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth . That, what? 

Em. Out and alas, it was my Ladies voyce, 
Helpe,hclpe,hohclpe,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet c Defdemona,0 fweet miftreffe fpeake . 

Def A guiltlcffe death I die . 

Em. O who has dofiethis deed ? 

Def Nobody,I ray felfe, farewell s 
Commend me to my kinde Lord,© farewell, jhe dies. 

Oth. Why how ihouldfhe be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knowes? 

Oth . You heard heir fay, her felfe,ic was not I. 

Em . She fay d fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 
T’waslthatkildher. ' J • • lM ? 

Eon. ©,the more Angeil Ihe, 

And you the blacker deuill. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and Ihe was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou att a deuill- 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Sm. Thou art rafli as fire, 

To fay that fhc was falfe : O Ihe was heaucnly true. 

Oth. Cafsio did top her, aske thy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this ex t remit y ,thy lttisband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : • ' • • * * 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That Ihe was falfe to wedlocke? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio .- nay, had (he bin true. 

If heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfect Crifolitc, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft ; 

An honeft man he is., and hates the (lime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

O th. What needs this iteration? woman,! fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftres,villany hath made raockes with loue : 

My husband fay that Ihe was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft rnderftand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honcft,honeft /4£o. 

Em. If he fay fo.may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’ch heart. 

She was too fond of her moft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

£m. Doe thy worft j 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme 
As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt j thou haft done a deed— 

1 care not for thy fword.Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty lines : helpe,helpe,0 helpe j 
The Moore has kild my Miftreffe, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano,Gragantio,Iago,<«^ others. 

Mon. What i* die matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em 0,are you come logo ? you haue done well. 

That men muft lay cheir murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Em. Difptoouethis villaine, ifthou bee’fta man : 

He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe ; 

M ? 
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^ know thou dift not.thou arc not fucha villalne : 

S peake,for my heart is full. 

leg. I told him what I thought, and toldno more. 

Then what hef >undbimfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you tuer tell him (he was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em, You told a li.,an odious damned lie; 

Vpon my foule a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

Ug, With Cafsio miftrefle ; go to charme your tongue. 
Sm. I will not charme my tongue,! am bound to fpcake 
My Miftrefle here lies murdered in her bed 1 . 

All. Oh heauens forefend. 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Otb. Nay, ft are not mafters,itistrue indeed. 

(fra. Tis a tlrange truth. 

Mon. O monitions aft ! 

Em. Villany, villany .villany; 

I thinkc vpnn’r, I thinke, I fmell a villany ; 

I choughc fothen ; Lie kill my felfcfor griefe, 

0 villany, villany. 

lag. What areyou mid ? I chargeyou getyou home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 
Tis proper I obey him ,but nor now : . 

Perhaps logoff Will ne’re goe home. 

Otb , On, o!i, oh. Oth. falls oat be bed. 

Sm. Nay, by thee downe,androare. 

For thou haft kild the fweett ft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Otb. O lhe was foule : 

1 fcarcedid know you V ncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath indeed.thcle hands haue newly ftopt; 

1 know this aft fhewea terrible and grim. 

Qr, Poore r Defdtmona,\ am g ad thy father’s dead. 

Thy march was mot tall to him,andpure griefe 
Shore his old thread itvtwawe : did he iiue now. 

This fight would make him, dpe a defperate turtle,. 

Yea, curfe his better Atigcll from his fide. 
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And fall to reprobation. 

Otb. Tis pittifull,butyet Ugo knowes, 

That (he with Cafsio fiid ihe aft of (hame 
A thoufand times committed; Cafsio conic ft it : 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With that rccognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I firft gaue ber ; I faw it in his hand ; 

It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. O heam n,Q heauenly powers. 

Jag. Come,hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out.cwillout:! hold my peace fir,no s 
lie be in fpeaking,liberall as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men, and deuils,let cm all, 

Alkali cry (hame againft me,yet He fpeake. 
fag. Be wife,and get you home, 

Em, I will nor, 

G ra, Fie,your fword vpon a woman ? 

Sm. O thou dull Moorc.that handkerchiefe thou fpeakft on. 

I found by fortune.and did giue my husband : 

For often with a folemne eameftntfle, 

CMore then indeed belong’d to fueb a trifle,) 

Me beg’d of me to fteale if. 

Jag. Villainous whore, 

€ w. She gaue it Cafih } no.alas I found if. 

And l did giu’e my husband. 

Jag. Filth, thj'ulieft. 

Sm. By hcauen x d 0 e not,! doe not Oentlemefi, 

O murderous toxeombe ! whae flioold fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

o,„ 

^“rbc“« tor ! r«“ i,ious Villaine. 

Em 1 ■ h ) T } l s > fuie he h: » s WM his wife, 

gZ* u’V ! ay miftrefle fide. Exit hao. 

Gra. Hec's gone, but hit wife’s kild. 6 

Which! hi 5 a /‘ <!tor *° 0S v illaine, take your weapon 
Which 1 ha ue here recooered from the Moote; ’ 

U 1 Come; 
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Come, guard the doore without, let him not paffc. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaine, 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont. and Gratiano, 

Oth. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipfler gets my fword: 

But why {hould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; willow, V»Bm,vriKow. 

Moore, (he was chaft,lhe lou’d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliflc.as l fpeake true ; 

So fpeaking as I thinke,l die, I die. . Jhe dies. 

Oth. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spatne, thz I febrookes temper s 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I muft CJme forth. Gra. Within. 
Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon.and perforce muft fuffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will afl'ault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Oth. Behold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fultaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh :lhaue feenethe day, 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 hauc made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate? tis notfonow.^ 

Be not affraid, though you doe fee me weapon d ; 

Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, 

The very Sea-markeof my vtmoft faile. 

Doe you goe backediftaaid ? tis a loll feare, 

Man but a rufh againft Othello's bread, 

And he retires. Where (hould Othello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill dat’d wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke ; when we (hall meet at compf. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heauco, 

And fiends will fnatch at it ; cold,cold,my girlc, 
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Earn like thy chaftity t O curfcdflaae : 

o Defdemonapefdemona ; dead,O,o,0. 

Enter Lodou ico,Montano,rfW officers , 

Cafllo in a chair e 

Lod. Where is this rafh and molt infortunate man ? 

Oth. That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Oth. I looke downc towards his feet, but that’s a fable, 
Ifthat thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

L»d. Wrench his fword from him. 

Jag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Oth. I am not forry neither, I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfc tis happineffe to dye. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pradife of a damne' 4 
What {hould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confcft his villainy : 

Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death? 

Oth. I. 

Ca. DeareGenerall,I didneuergiue youcaufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it, and I aske you pardon ; 

Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuil]. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

Jag Demand me nothing what von know you know j 
From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What,nottopray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well,thou doeft bed. 

Lod. Sir,you fhall vnderlland what hathbefalne, 
Which,as I think you know not ; here is a letter. 



9 1 The Tragedy of O tliello 

Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodtnge * 

And here another j the one of them impoits 
The death of Cafsto, to be vndercooke by Rodericro . 

Oth. O villainCi 

Oaf. Moft heatheni(li,and moft grofle. 

Led. Nowheres another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Rodtrigo meant to hiue fentthis damned villaine. 

But that belike, lago in the interim 
Came in, and fatislied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious catiefte > 

How came you Cafsio by a handkerchiefs 
Thac was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And. he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, 

Thar there he dropt it,for afpeciall purpofe, 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foolc ; foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Redirigott letter. 

How he obraides /<*£<>, that he made him 
Braue me vponthe watch whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he (pake. 

After long feeming dead, I*go hurt him, 

Jago fee him on. 

Lod. You muftforfake this roome, and goc with vs, 
Your power and your command iscakenoif, 

And Cafsio rules in Cyprus : For this flauc, 

Ifthere be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much, and holdhimlong, 

It {ball be his : You fliallclofe prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe 
I haue done the State fome ftruice,and they know’t i 
jsJo more of that : I pray you in your letter?. 

When you (hall tiiefc vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as J am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor fet downc ought in malice s then you malt ipeanc, 
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Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well * 

Of one not eafily icalous,buc being wrought,, 

Perplext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearlc away. 

Richer thenallhis Tribe s of one whofe lubdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop teares,as faft as the airabian trees 
Their medicinall gum t Set you downe this j 
And fay befides, that in Dieppe once. 

Where a Malignant and a lurband T ttrke, 

Beate a Venetian, znd traduc’d the State j 
I tookc bi’th throate the circumcifed dog, 

And fmote him thus . He fobs hint f If t r. 

Lod. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kiftthec ere I fcild thee, no way but this. 

Kill ing my felfe.to dye vpon a kifle. He diet ', 

Caf. This did I fcare,but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spitrtane dog, 

More fell then angui{h,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke j the obied poifons fighc. 

Let it be hid : Gratiano, foepc the houfc. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernoarj 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellifti villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture; O enforce it. 

My felfe will (trait aboord,and oo the State, 

This heauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt orneSi 
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